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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO     THE 

READERS 

On  the  following  Heads. 

Of  the  Ufe  of  this  Pfalm-Book. 

TH  E  chief  Defign  of  this  Work 
was  to  improve  Pfalmody 
or  Religious  Singing,  and  to  encou- 
rage the  frequent  Practice  of  it  in  pub- 
lic Afjemblies  and  private  Families^ 
with  more  Honour  and  Delight ;  yet  the 
Author  hopes  the  reading  of  it  may  alfo 
entertain  the  Parlour  and  the  Clofet 
with  devout  Pleafure  and  holy  Medita- 
tions, therefore  he  would  requefi  his 
Readers  at  proper  Seafons  to  perufe  it 
thro*  \  and  among  340  facred  Hymns 
they  may  find  out  fever al  that  fuit  their 
own  Cafe  and  Temper ',  or  the  Circum- 
ftances  <)f  their  Families  and  Friends  \ 
they  may  teach  their  Children  fuch  as 
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are  proper  for  their  Age,  and  by  trea- 
faring  them  in  their  Memory,  they  may 
be  furnifhed  for  pious  Retirement,  or 
may  entertain  their  Friends  with  holy 
Mekdy. 

Of  naming  the  Pfalms. 

Let  the  Number  of  the  Pfalm  be 
named  diflinftly,  together  with  the  par- 
ticular Metre,  and  particular  Part  of 
it:  As  for  Inftance  \  Let  us  fing  the 
33d  Pfalm,  2d  Part,  Common  Me- 
4re  ;  or,  Let  us  fing  the  91ft  Pfalm, 
1  ft  Part,  beginning  at  the  Paufe  ;  or 
ending  at  the  Paufe  •,  or,  Let  us  fing 
the  84th  Pfalm  as  the  148th  Pfalm, 
&V.  And  then  read  over  the  fir  ft  Stan- 
za before  you  begin  to  fing,  that  the 
People  may  find  it  in  their  Books,  whe- 
ther you  fing  with  or  without  reading 
Line  by  Une. 

Of 


to  the  Reader  ft.  i 

Of  dividing  the  Pfalm. 

If  the  Pfalm  be  too  long  for  the 
"J  nne  or  Cujiom  cf  Singing,  there  are 
Paufea  in  many  of  them,  at  which  you 
may  properly  reft;  Or  yen  may  leave 
out  thofe  Verfes  which  are  included  in 
Crotchets  [  without  difturbing  the 
fenfe  ;  Or  in  fome  Places,  you  may  be- 
gin  to  fing  at  a  Paufe. 

Do  not  always  confine  yourf elves  to 
fix  Stanzas,  but  fing  feven  or  eight  ra- 
ther than  confound  the  Senfe,  and  abufe 
the  Pfalm  in  folemn  Worfhip. 

Of  the  Manner  of  Singing. 

It  were  to  be  wifhed  that  all  Con- 
gregations and  private  Families  would 
fing  as   they  do  in  foreign  Proteftant 
Countries,  without  reading  Line  by  Line. 
"Though  the  Author  has  done  what  he 

could 
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could  to  make  the  Senfe  compleat  in 
every  Line  or  two,  yet  many  Inconveni- 
ences will  always  attend  this  unhappy 
Mmnerof  Singing  :  But  where  it  can- 
not be  altered,  thefe  two  things  may 
give  foms  Relief. 

Firft,  Let  as  many  as  can  do  it, 
bring  Pfalm- Books,  with  them,  and 
look  on  the  Words  while  they  fing,fo  far 
as  to  make  the  Senfe  compleat. 

Secondly,  Let  the  Clerk  read  the 
whole  Pfalm  over  aloud  before  he  begins 
to  parcel  out  the  Lines,  that  the  Peo- 
ple may  have  fome  Notion  of  what  they 
fing  \  and  not  be  forced  to  drag  on  hea- 
vily through  eight  tedious  Syllables 
without  any  Meaning,  till  the  next 
Ltnes  come  to  give  the  Senfe  of  them.  • 

It  were  to  be  wifh9d  alfo  that  we 
might  not  dwell  fo  long  upon  every  fin- 
g(e  Note,  and  produce  the  Syllables  to 

fucb 
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fetch  a  tirefome  Extent  with  a  conflant 
Uniformity  of  Time,  which  difgraces 
the  MufiC)  and  -puts  the  Congregation 
quite  out  of  Breath  in  finging  fve  or 
fix  Stanzas :  Whereas  if  the  Method 
of  Singing  were  but  reformed  to  a  great- 
er Speed  of  Pronunciation^  we   might 
often  enjoy  the  Pleafure   of   a   longer 
Pfalm  with  lefs  Expence  of  Time  and 
Breath. 


vYii   Adyertisement,  &c. 

The  various  Meafures  of  the  Verfe  are 
fitted    to    the    Tunes    of   the  Old 

P  S  A  LM-B  O  O  K. 

To  the  Common  Tunes  fing  all  intitled  Common 
Metre. 

To  the  Tunes  of  the  icoth  Pfalm  fing  all  intitled 
Long  Metre. 

To  the  Tune  of  the  25  th  Pfalm  fing  Short  Me- 
tre. 

To  the  50th  Pfalm  jing  one  Metre  of  the  50th  and 

93d- 
To  the  1 1  2th  or  1 27th  Pfalm  jing  one  Metre  of  the 

104th  and  148th. 

To  the  113th  Pfalm  jing  one  Metre  of  the  19th, 
33d,  58th,  89th,  laft  Party  96th,  112th, 
113th. 

To  the  1 2  2d   Pfalm  fing  one  of  the  Metres  oj  the 

93,   I22d,  and  133d. 
To  the   148th  Pfalm  fing  one  Metre  of  the  84th, 

121ft,    136th,  and  148th. 
To  a  new  T\mefing  one  Metre  of  the  50th,  and 

115th, 


THE 

PSALMS  of  DA  FID, 

In     Metre. 

■Psalm  I.     Common  Metre. 

The  Way  and  End  of  the  Righteous  and  the  Wicked. 
I    T>  LE  S  T  is  the  Man,  who  (huns  the  Place 
J3  Where  Sinners  love  to  meet  ; 
Who  fears  to  tread  their  wicked  Ways, 
And  hates  the  Scoffer's  Seat. 
z  But  in  the  Statutes  of  the  Lord, 
Has  plac'd  his  chief  Delight : 
By  Day  he  reads  or  hears  the  Word, 
And  meditates  by  Night. 
3   [He,    like  a  Plant  of  genVous  Kind, 
By  living  Waters  let, 
Safe  from  the  Storms  and  blading  Wind, 
Enjoys  a  peaceful  State.] 
4.     Green  as  the  Leaf,   and  ever  fair, 
Shall  his  ProfeiTion  (hine  ; 
While  Fruits  of  Holinefs  appear, 
Like  Clufters  on  the  Vine. 
5  Not  fo  the  Impious  and  Unjuft  ; 
What  vain  Defigns  they  form  ! 
Their  Hopes  are  blown  away  like  Duft, 
Or  Chaff  before  the  Storm. 
£  Sinners  in  Judgment  (hall  not  (land 
Among  It  the  Sons  of  Grace, 
When  ChriJ},  the  Judge,  at  his  Right-hand 
Appoints  his  Saints  a  Place. 
B 


*  PSALM    L 

7  His  Eye  beholds  the  Path  they  tread. 

His  Heart  approves  it  well ; 
But  crooked  Ways  of  Sinners  lead 

Down  to  the  Gates  of  Hell. 

P  s  a  L  m  I.     Short  Metre. 

The  Saint  happy.)  the  Sinner  mijerable, 

i  Hp  H  E  Man  is  ever  bleft, 

X       Who  fhuns  the  Sinners'  Ways  \ 
Amongft  their  Counfels  never  (lands, 
Nor  takes  the  Scorner's  Place. 

2  But  makes  the  Law  of  God 
His  Study  and  Delight, 

Amidft  the  Labours  of  the  Day, 
And  Watches  of  the  Night. 

3  He  like  a  Tree  mall  thrive, 
With  Waters  near  the  Root  : 

Frem  as  the  Leaf  his  Name  mall  live, 

His  Works  are  heav'nly  Fruit. 
-4  Not  fo  th"  ungodly  Race, 

They  no  fuch  BlefTmgs  rind  $ 
Their  Hopes  fhall  flee  like  empty  Chaflf 

Before  the  driving  Wind. 
5  How  will  they  bear  to  ftand 

Before  the  Judgment- feat, 
Where  all  the  Saints  at  ChrijW  Right-hand 

In  full  Affembly  meet  ? 
C  He  knows,  and  he  approves, 

The  Way  the  Righteous  go  ; 
But  Sinners  and  their  Works  fhnll  meet 

A  dreadful  Overthrow. 


PSALM    II.  s 

Psalm    I.     Long  Metre. 
^The  Difference  between  the  Righteous  and  the  Wicktd* 

1  TJ  APPY  the  Man  !   whofe  cautious  Feet 
X"l   Shun  the  broad  Way  that  Sinners  goj 
Who  hates  the  Place  where  Atheiits  meet, 
And  fears  to  talk  as  Scoffers  do. 

2  He  loves  V  employ  his  Morning-light, 
Amongft  the  Statutes  of  the  Lord  ; 
And  fpends  the  wakeful  Hours  of  Night, 
With  Pleafure  pond'ring  o'er  the  Word. 

-   He,  like  a  Plant  by  gentle  Streams, 
Shall  flourifh  in  immortal  Green  ; 
And  Heav'n  will  fhine  with  kindeft  Beams, 
On  ev'ry  Work  his  Hands  begin. 

4  But  Sinners  find  their  Counfeis  croft  : 
As  Chaff  before  the  Temped  flies  ; 

So  fhall  their  Hopes  be  blown  and  loft, 
When  the  laft  Trumpet  makes  the  Skies, 

5  Tn  vain  the  Rebel  feeks  to  ftand 

In  Judgment  with  the  pious  Race  ;     . 
The  dreadful  Judge,  with  ftern  Command*. 
Divides  him  to  a  difPrent  Place. 

6  "  Strait  is  the  Way  my  Saints  have  trod, 
li  I  blefsM  the  Path,  ami  drew  it  plain  ; 

"  But  you  would  chufe  the  crooked  Road, 
<c  And  down  it  leads  to  endlefs  Pain.'1 
Psalm     II.     Short  Metre. 
Tranflated  according  to  the  divine  Pattern,  JUfs  iv. 
24.,  Gfo 
Chrift  Dying,  Rifing,  Interceding^  andRerg?v*>:. 
1   [  ]V  If  A  K  E  R  and  fov'reign  Lord 

1VJL  Of  Heav  n  and  Earth,  and  Seas, 
Thy  Providence  confirms  thy  Word, 
And  anfwers  thy  Decrees^ 
B  z 


4-  PSALM    II, 

2  The  Things  fo  long  foretold 
By  David\vz  fulfil  I'd, 

When  Jews  and  Gentiles  join  to  flay 
Jcfus,  thine  holy  Child.] 

3  Why  did  the  Gentiles  rage, 
And  Jthivs  with  one  Accord 

Bend  all  their  Counfels,  to  deftrcy 

Thf  Anointed  of  the  Lord. 
4-  Rulers  and  Kings  agree 

To  fonri  a  vain  Defign  ; 
Againft  the  Lcrd  their  Pow'rs  unite, 

Againft  his  Chrifl  they  join. 
5  The  Lord  derides  their  Rage, 

And  will  fupport  bis  Throne  ; 
He  that  hath  rais'd  him  from  the  Dead, 

Hath  own'd  him  for  his  Son. 

Pause. 

$  Now  he's  afcended  high, 

And  afks  to  rule  the  Earth ; 
The  Merit  of  his  Blood  he  pleads, 

And  pleads  his  hcav'nly  Birth. 
7* He  afks,  and  God  beftows 

A  large  Inheritance  ; 
Far  as  the  World's  remoteft:  Ends, 

His  Kingdom  fhall  advance. 

8  The  Nations  that  rebel 
Muft  feel  his  Iron  Rod  : 

He'll  vindicate  thofe  Honours  well 
Which  he  receiv'd  from  God. 

9  [Be  wife,  ye  RuJ^rs,   now, 
And  worfhip  at  his  Throne  ; 

With  trembling  Joy,  ye  People,  bow 
To  God's  exalted  Son. 


P  S  A  L  M    II.  i 

jo  If  once  his  Wrath  arife, 

Ye  perifh  on  the  Place  ; 
Then  bleffed  is  the  Soul  that  flies 

For  Refuge,  to  his  Grace.] 

Psalm  II.     Common  Metre. 
I  \\T  H  Y  did  the  Nations  join  to  flay 
V V     The  Lord's  Anointed  Son  ? 
Why  did  they  caft  his  Laws  away, 
And  tread  his  Gofpel  down  ? 
Z  The  Lord  that  fits  above  the  Skies, 
Derides  their  R3ge  below  ; 
He  (peaks  with  Vengeance  in  his  Eves, 
And  ftrikes  their  Spirits  through. 

3  "  I  call  him  my  eternal  Son, 

<c  And  raife  him  from  the  Dead  : 
"  I  make  my  holy  Hill  his  Throne, 
"  And  wide  his  Kingdom  (bread. 

4  l(  Afk  me,  my  Son,  znd  then  enjoy 

11  The  utmoft  Heathen  Lands  : 

"  Thy  Rod  of"  Iron  mail  defrrov 

"  The  Rebel  that  withfcamts.'1 

5  Be  wife,  ye  Rulers  of  the  Earth, 

Obey  th'  Anointed  Lord, 
Adore  ;he  King  of  heav'nly  Birth, 
And  tremble  at  his  Word. 

6  With  humble  Love  addrefs  his  Throne  ; 

For  if  he  frown,   ye  die. 
Thcfe  are  lecure,  and  thole  alone, 
Who  on  his  Grace  rely. 

Psalm  II.     Long  Metre. 
ChriiVj  Death,  Rcfurrefiiofi  and  Afccnfion. 
I   TI7  H  Y.did  the  Jews  proclaim  their  Rage  ? 
VV     The  Romans  why  their  Swords  employ  ? 

as 


PSALM    II. 

Again  ft  the  Lord  their  Powers  engage, 
His  dear  Anointed  to  deftroy. 

"  Come,  let  us  break  his  Bands,  they  fay, 
"  This  Man  (hall  never  give  us  Laws  j" 
And  thus  they  caft  his  Yoke  away, 
And  naiPd  the  Monarch  to  the  Crofs. 

But  GoUy   who  high  in  Glory  reigns, 
Laughs  at  their  Pride,   their  Rage  controuls  j 
He'll  vex  their  Hearts  with  inward  Pains, 
And  fpeak  in  Thunder  to  their  Souls. 

"  I  v.  ill  maintain  the  King  I  made, 
"  On  Zicm's  everiafting  Hill  ; 
"  My  Hand  mail  bring  him  from  the  Dead, 
**  And  he  ihall  ftand  your  SovVeign  ftill." 

[His  wond'rous  Rifing  from  the  Earth 
Makes  his  eternal  Godhead  known  ; 
The  Lord  declares  his  heav'nly  Birth, 
"  This  Day  have  I  begot  my  Son. 

"  Afcend,  my  Son,  to  my  Right-hand, 
"  There  thou  Ihdt  afk,    and  I  bellow 
"  The  urm@ft  Bounds  of  Heathen  Lands  j 
"  To  thee  the  Northern  Ifles  mall  bow/'} 

But  Nations  that  reflit  his  Grace 
Shall  fall  beneath  his  Iron  Stroke  ; 
His  Rod  (hall  crufh  his  Foes  with  Eafe, 
As  Potter's  earthen  Work  is  broke. 

Pause. 

Now  ye  that  fit  on  earthly  Thrones 
Be  wife,  and  ferve  the  Lord,  the  Lamb  : 
Now  to  his  Feet  fubmit  your  Crowns, 
Rejoice  and  tremble  at  his  Name. 

With  humble  Love  addrefs  the  Son, 
Left  he  grow  angry,  and  ye  die  5 


PSALM    IIT.  T 

His  Wrath  will  burn  to  Worlds  unknown, 
If  ye  provoke  his  Jealoufy. 
xc     His  Storms  (hall  drive  you  quick  to  Hell, 
He  is  a  God,  and  ye  butDult  : 
Happy  the  Souls  that  know  him  well, 
And  make  his  Grace  their  only  Truft. 

Psalm    III.     Common  Metre. 
Doubts  and  Tears  f up f  reft  :    or,  GOD  our  Defence 

from  Sin  and  Satan* 
i   *\/f  Y  God,  how  many  are  my  Fears  ! 
JLVX   How  faft-my  Foes  iRcreale  ! 
Confpiring  ray  eternal  Death, 
They  break  my  preient  Peace. 

2  The  lying  Tempter  would  perfuade, 

There's  no  Relief  in  Heavii  5 
And  all  my  fwelling  Sins  appear 
Too  big  to  be  fcrgiv'n. 

3  But  thou,  my  Glory  and  my  Strength, 

Shalt  on  the  Tempter  tread  ; 
Shalt  filence  all  my  threatning  Guilt, 
And  laife  my  drooping  Head. 

4  [I  cryM,  and  from  his  holy  Hill 

He  bow'd  a  liuVning  Ear  ; 
I  calTd  my  Father  and  my  GOD, 
And  he  fubdvfd  my  Fear. 

5  He  fhed  foft  Slumbers  on  mine  Eyes, 

In  fpight  of  all  my  Foes  ; 
I  Voke,  and  wonder'd  at  the  Grace, 
That  guarded  my  Repofe.] 

4  What  tho*  the  Hofts  of  Death  and  Hell 
All  arm'd  againft  me  ftood, 
Terrors  no  more  mail  fhake  my  Soul  ; 
My  Refuge  is  my  God. 
B  4. 


*  PSALM     IV. 

7  Arife,   O  Lord,  fulfil  thy  Grace, 
While  I  thy  Glory  'ling  : 
My  God  has  broke  the  Serpent's  Teeth, 
And  Death  has  loft  his  Sting. 
t  Salvation  to  the  Lord  belongs, 
His  Arm  alone  can  lave  : 
Blefilngs  attend  thy  People  here, 
And  reach  beyond  the  Grave. 

P<s  *  l  m  III.     i,  2,  3,  4,  5,  8.     Long  Metre. 
A  Morning  Pfalm, 
i   (~\  Lord,  how  many  are  my  Foes, 

V^/   In  "this  weak  State  of  Flefh  and  Blood  * 
My  Peace  they  daily  d'fcompoie, 
Bat  my  Defence  and  Hope  is  God. 

2  Tirld  with  the  Burdens  of  the  Day, 
To  thee  I  raised  an  Ev'ning  Cry  : 
Thou  heard 'it  when  I  began  to  pray, 
And  thine  Almighty  Heip  was  nigh. 

3  Supported  by  thine  heav'nly  Aid, 
I  laid  me  down  and  ilept  fecure  : 

Not  Death  mould  make  my  Heart  afraid^ 
Though  I  Ihculd  wake  and  rile  no  more. 

4  But  God  iuftahVd  me  all  the  Night : 
Salvation  doth  to  God  belong  ; 

He  rais'd  my  Head  to  fee  rjw  Light, 
And  makes  his  Praiie  my  Morning  Song. 

Psalm   IV.     i,  2,  3,  $,6,  7.     Long  Metre. 

Hearing   of  Prayer  :    or,    GOD   cur   Portion,   and 

Chrift  our  Hope, 
1    /^\  God  of  Grace  and  Righteoufnefs, 

K.J   Hear  and  attend  when  I  complain  $ 

Thou  haft  enlarged  me  in  Dittrefs, 

Bow  down  a  gracious  Ear  again. 


PSALM    IV, 

Ye  Sons  of  Men,    in  vain  ye  try 
To  turn  my  Glory  into  Shame  5 
How  long  will  Scoffers  love  to  lie, 
And  dare  reproach  my  Saviour's  Name? 
Know  that  the  Lord  divides  his  Saints, 
From  all  the  Tribes  of  Men  befide  > 
He  hears  the  Cry  of  Penitents, 
For  the  dear  Sake  of   Cbrifi  that  dy'd. 
When  our  obedient  Hands  have  done 
A  thoufand  Works  of  Rightccuihcfs, 
We  put  our  Trurl  in  God  alone,. 
And  glory  in"  his  pardoning  Grace. 

;     Let  the  unthinking  Many  fay, 
"  Who  will  beflwfomc  'earthly  Good  f" 
But,   Lord.,   thy  Light  and  Love  we  pray  \ 
Our  Souls  defire  this  heav'nly  Food. 

>     Then  mail  my  chesrful  Pow'rs  rejoice 
At  Grace  and  Favours  fo  divine, 
Nor  will  I  change  my  happy  Choice, 
For  ail  their  Corn,  and  all  their  Wine. 

Psalm   IV.     3,4,  5,  8.     Common  Metre, 

An  Evening  Pfalm, 

1  T     ORD,   thou  wi*t  hear  me  when  I  pray  5 
.1  J   I  am  for  ever  thine  : 

I  fear  before  rhee  all  the  Day, 
Nor  would  I  dare  to  fin. 

2  And  while  I  reft  my  weary  Pcad, 

From  Cares  and  Buiir  els  i)  ee, 
Tis  fweet  converting  on  my  Bed, 
With  my  own  Heart  and  Thee. 

3  I  pay  this  Evening  Sacrifice  : 

And  when  my  Work  is  done, 
Great  God,  my  Faith  and  Hope  relies 
Upon  thy  Grace  alone. 


to  P  S  A  L  M    V, 

4  Thus  with  my  Thoughts  composed  to  Peace., 
I'll  give  mine  Eyes  to  fleep  $ 
Thy  Hand  in  Safety  keeps  my  Days, 
And  will  my  Slumbers  keep. 
Psalm    V. 
For  the  Lord's  Day  Mornt7tg. 

1  O  R  D,   in  the  Morning  thou  malt  hear 
-L*  My  Voice  afcending  high  j 

To  Thee  will  I  dii  eft  my  Pi  ay'r, 
To  Thee  lift  up  mine  Eye  : 

2  Up  to  the  Hills  where  Chriji  is  gone 

To  plead  for  all  his  Saints, 
Prefenting  at  his  Father's  Throne 
Our  Songs  and  our  Complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God,  before  whofe  Sight 

The  Wicked  Ml  not  ftand, 

Sinners  fliall  ne'er  be  thy  Delight, 

Nor  dwell  at  thy  Right-hand. 

4  But  to  thy  Houfe  will  I  refort, 

To  tafte  thy  Mercies  there  j 
I  will  frequent  thine  holy  Court, 
Arid  worfhip  in  thy  Fear. 

5  O  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  Feet 

In  Ways  of  Righteoufnefs, 
Make  ev'ry  Path  of  Duty  ftraight, 
And  plain  before  my  Face  ! 
Pause. 
t  My  watchful  Enemies  combine, 
To  tempt  my  Feet  aftray  ; 
They  flatter  with  a  bale  Defign, 
To  make  my  Soul  their  Prey* 
7  Lord,  crufh  the  Serpent  in  the  Duft, 
And  al)»his  Plots  deftroy  ; 
While  thofe  that  in  thy  Mercy  trufr, 
For  ever  ibout  for  Joy, 
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8  The  Men  that  love  and  fear  thy  Name 

Shall  fee  their  Hopes  fulfilled  ; 
The  mighty  God  will  compafs  them, 
With  Favour  as  a  Shield. 

Psalm    VI.     Common  Metre. 
Complaint  in  Sichnefs  :   or,   Difeafes  healed. 
i  T  N  Anger,    Lord,  rebuke  me  not, 
A  'Withdraw  the  dreadful  Storm  j 
Nor  let  thy  Fury  grow  fo  hot 
Againft  a  feeble  Worm. 
2  My  Soul's  bow'd  down  with  heavy  Cares, 
My  Flefh  with  Pain  oppreft  ; 
My  Couch  is  Witnefs  to  my  Tears, 
My  Tears  forbid  my  Reft. 
3*  Sorrow  and  Pain  wear  out  my  Days  ; 
I  wafte  the  Night  with  Cries, 
Counting  the  Minutes  as  they  psfs, 
'Till  the  flow  Morning  rife. 
4.  Shall  I  be  ftill  tormented  more  ? 
My  Eyes  confum'd  with  Grief? 
How  long,   my  God,  how  long  before 
Thine  Hand  affords  Relief  ? 

5  He  hears  when  Duft  and  Afhes  fpeak, 

He  pities  all  our  Groans, 
He  faves  us  for  his  Mercy's  fake, 
And  heals  our  broken  Bones. 

6  The  Virtue  of  his  fov'reign  Word 

Reftores  our  fainting  Breath  : 
For  filent  Graves  praife  not  the  Lord, 
Nor  is  he  known  in  Death. 

Psalm   VI.    Long  Metre. 
Temptations  in  Sicknefs  overcome. 
T<  T      O  R  D,   I  can  fuffer  thy  Rebukes, 
1  J  When  thou  with  Kindnefc  doft  chaftife  \ 
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But  thy  fierce  Wrath  I  cannot  bear, 
O  let  it  not  againft  me  rife  ! 

2  Pity  my  languifhing  Eifcite, 
And  e?.fe  the  Sorrows  that  I  feel  ; 

The  Wounds  thine  heavy  Hand  hath  matte, 
O  let  thy  gentler  Touches  heal  1 

3  See  how  I  oafs  my  weary  Days 

In  Sighs  and  Groans  5    and  when  'tis  Night, 
My  Bed  is  watered  with  my  Tears  5 
My  Grief  ccnfbmes,  and  dims  my  Sight. 

4  Look  how  the  Pow'rs  of  Nature  mourn  1 
How  long.  Almighty  God,   how  long  ? 
When  /hall  thine  Hour1  of  Grace  return  ? 
When  (hall  I  make  thy  Grace  my  Song  ? 

5  I  feel  my  Fiefh  io  near  the  Grave, 
My  Thoughts  are  tempted  to  defpair  5 
But  Graves  can  never  praife  the  Lord, 
For  all  is  Duft  and  Silence  there. 

6  Depart,  ye  Tempters,  from  my  Soul  ; 
And  all  defpairing  Thoughts  depart  : 
My  God  who  hears  my  humble  Moan, 
Wrili  eafe  my  Flefh  and  chear  my  Heart. 

Psalm    VII. 

€  O  D's  Care  of  bis  Pecfle,   andPuniJImieni  ofFerfe- 
ciitors. 

1  IV  l\  ^  Truft  is  in  my  heav'nly  Friend, 
1VJ    My  Hope  in  Thee,  my  God  ; 
Rife,   and  my  helplefs  Life  defend 

From  thefe  that  ftek  my  Blood. 

2  With  Infolence  and  Fury  they 

My  Soul  in,,Pieces  tear, 
As  hungry  Lions  rend  the  Prey 
When  no  Deliverer's  near. 
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3  If  I  havener  provok'd  them  fir^, 

Or  once  abus'd  my  Foe, 
Then  let  h;m  tread  my  Life  to  Duft, 
And  lav  mint-  Honour  low. 

4  If  there  be  Malice  hid  in  me,  *V  I 

(I  know  thy  piercing  Eyes) 
I  mould  not  dare  appeal  to  Thee, 
Nor  aik  my  God  to  rife. 

5  Arife,   my  God,   lift  up  thine  Hand, 

Their  Pride  ard  Pow'r  controu!  ; 
Awake  to  Judgment,   and  command 
Deliv'rance  for  my  Soul. 

Pause. 

6  [Let  Sinners  and  their  wicked  Rage 

Be  humbled  to  the  Duit. 
Shall  not  the  God  of  Truth  engage 
To  vindicate  the  Juit  ? 

7  He  knows  the  Heart,  he  tries  the  Reins, 

He  will  defend  th"  Upright  j 
His  marpeft  Arrows  he  ordains 
Againft  the  Sons  of  Spight. 

8  For  me  their  Malice  digged  a  Pit, 

But  there  thcmfelves  are  eaft  j 
My  God  makes  all  their  Mifchief  Jight 
On  their  own  Hcad^;  at  laft.] 

9  That  cruel  perfecuting  Race 

Mult  feel  his  dreadful  Sword  ; 
Awake,   my  Soul,  and  praifc  the  Grace, 
And  Juftice  of  the  Lord. 
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Psalm    VIII.    Short  Metre. 
G  0  D's  Sovereignty  and  Goodnefs  ;  and  Man's  Do- 
minion over  the  Creatures, 

1  /~\  LORD,  our  heav'nly  King, 
\J  Thy  Name  is  all  divine  ; 
Thy  Glories  round  the  Earth  are  fpread, 
And  o'er  the  Heav'ns  they  mine. 

2  When  to  thy  Works  on  high, 
I  raife  my  wond'ring  Eyes, 

And  fee  the  Moon,  complete  in  Light, 
Adorn  the  darkfbme  Skies  : 

3  When  I  fuivey  the  Stars, 
And  all  their  mining  Forms, 

Lord,  what  is  Man,   that  worthlefs  Thing, 
A-kin  to  Dufl  and  Worms  ? 

4  Lord,   what  is  worthlefs  Man, 
That  thou  mould'it  love  him  fo  ? 

Next  to  thine  Angels  is  he  plac'd, 
And  Lord  of  all  below. 

5  Thine  Honours  crown  his  Head, 
While  Beafts>  like  Slaves,  obey;. 

And  Birds  that  cut  the  Air  with  Wings, 
And  Fifh  that  cleave  the  Sea. 

6  How  rich  thy  Bounties  are  ! 
And  wond'rous  are  thy  Ways  ! 

Of  Duft  and  Worms  thy  Pow'r  can  frame 
A  Monument  of  Praife. 

7  [Out  of  the  Mouths  of  Babes 
And  Sucklings,    thou  can'ft  draw 

Surprizing  Honours  to  thy  Name, 

And  ftrike  the  World  with  Awe. 
%  O  Lord,   our  heav'nly  King, 

Thy  Name  is  all  divine  : 
Thy  Glories  round  the  Earth  are  fpread, 
.  Aad  o'er  the  Heav'ns  they  mine.] 
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Psalm    VIII.     Common  Metre. 

Cbrift's  Condefcenfwn  and  Glorification  :    or,  GOD 
made  Man. 

I   C^\  Lord,  our  Lord,  how  wond'rous  great 
\^Jr    Is  thine  exalted  Name  ! 
The  Glories  of  thy  heav'nJy  State, 
Let  Men  and  Babes  proclaim, 
t  When  I  behold  thy  Works  on  high, 
The  Moon  that  rules  the  Night, 
And  Stars  that  well  adorn  the  Sky, 
Thofe  moving  Worlds  of  Light  : 
j  Lord,  what  is  Man,  or  all  his  Race, 
Who  dwells  fo  far  below, 
That  thou  fhouid'ft  viilt  him  with  Grace, 
And  love  his  Nature  fo  ? 
(.  That  thine  eternal  Son  fhould  bear 
To  take  a  mortal  Form, 
Made  lower  than  his  Angels  are, 
To  fave  a  dying  Worm  ? 
5  [Yet  while  he  liv'd  on  Earth  unknown^ 
And  Men  would  not  adore, 
Th"  obedient  Seas  and  Fifties  own 
His  Godhead  and  his  Pow'r. 
\  The  Waves  lay  fpread  beneath  his  Feet; 
And  Fifh,  at  his  Command, 
Bring  their  large  Shoals  to  Peter's  Net, 
Bring  Tribute  to  his  Hand, 
r  Thefe  lefler  Glories  of  the  Son, 
Shone  through  the  fleflily  Cloud  ; 
Now  we  behold  him  on  his  Throne, 
And  Men  confefs  him  God.] 
\  Let  him  be  crown'd  with  Majelty, 
Who  bow'd  his  Head  to  Death  j 
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And  be  his  Honours  founded  high, 
By  all  Things  that  have  Breath. 
9  Jefus,   our  Lord,  how  wond'rous  great 
Is  thine  exalted  Name  ! 
The  Glories  of  thy  heav'nly  State, 
Let  the  whole  Earth  proclaim. 


Psalm  VIII.     Ver.  i,  2.  Paraphrased. 

Firft  Part.     Long  Metre. 

The  Hofanna  of  the  Children  :   or,  Infants  praifmg 
GOD. 

1  A  Lmighty  Ruler  of  the  Skies, 
XjL  Thro"  the  wide  Earth  thy  Name  is  fpread  j 
And  thine  eternal  Glories  rile, 
O'er  ali  the  Hcav'ns  thy  Hands  have  made. 

2  To  thee  the  Voices  of  the  Young, 
A  Monument  of  Honour  raife  ; 
And  Babes,  with  uninftrucled  Tongue, 
Declare  the  Wonders  of  thy  Praife. 

3  Thy  Pow'r  aflifts  their  tender  Age 
To  bring  proud  Rebels  to  the  Ground, 
To  (rill  the  bold  Blasphemer's  Rage, 
And  all  their  Policies  confound. 

4  Children  amidft  thy  Temple  throng 
To  fee  their  great  Redeemer's  Fact  $ 
The  Son  of  David  is  their  Song, 
And  young  Hofann as  fill  the  Place. 

5  The  frowning  Scribes,  and  angry  Priefts, 
In  vain  their  impious  Cavils  bring  : 
Revenge  fits  Jilent  in  their  Breads, 
While  Jeivijb  Babes  proclaim  their  King. 
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Psalm  VIII.    Ver.  3,  Sec.    Paraphrased. 
Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 
Adam  andChnk,  herds  of  the  Old  and  New  Creation* 

1  O  RD,  what  was  Man  when  made  at  firft, 
M.J  Adam  the  Offspring  of  the  Duft, 

That  thou  moukTft  let  him  and  his  Race 
But  juft  below  an  Angel's  Place  ? 

2  That  thou  (houldTt  raife  his  Nature  To, 
And  make  him  Lord  of  all  below, 
Make  ev'ry  Beaft  and  Bird  fubmit, 
And  lay  the  Fifties  at  his  Ftet  ? 

3  But  O  what  brighter  Glories  wait- 
To  crown  the  fecond  Adam's  State  I 
What  Honours  fhali  thy  Son  adom, 
Who  cor.defcended  to  be  born  1 

4.     See  him  below  his  Angels  made  ; 
See  him  in. Duft  amonglt  the  Dead, 
To  fave  a  ruin'd  World  from  Sin  : 
But  he  (hall  reign  with  Pow'r  divine. 
5     The  World  to  come,  redeeirfd  from  all 
Tne  MisYies  that  attend  the  Fali, 
New  made,  and  g!oriouc,  fhall  fubmit 
At  our  exalted  Saviour's  Feet. 

Psalm    IX.    firft  Part. 
Wrath  and  Mercy  from  the  Judgment  Seat. 
I   II7I  T'H  my  whole  Heart  I'll  raife  my  Sonu; 
VV        Thy  Wonders  I'll  proclaim  ; 
Thou,  Sov'rcign  Judge  of  Right  and  Wrong., 
Wilt  put  my  Foes  to  Shame. 
1  111  ling  thy  Majetry  and  Grace  ; 
My  Goij  prep  .res  his  Throne, 
To  judge  tlit  World  in  Kiphteoufnefs, 
And  make  hi?  Vea^e&ncc  known. 
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3  Then  /hall  the  Lord  a  Refuge  prov* 

For  all  the  Poor  oppreft  ; 
To  fave  the  People  of  his  Love, 
And  give  the  Weary  Reft. 

4  The  Men  that  know  thy  Name  will  tiuft 

In  thy  abundant  Grace  ; 
For  thou  haft  ne'er  fbrfook  the  Juft,. 
Who  humbly  feek  thy  Face. 

5  Sing  Piaffes  to  the  Righteous  Lord,. 

Who  dwells  on  Zien's  Hill, 
Who  executes  his  threafning  Word, 
And  doth  his  Grace  fulfil. 

Psalm    IX.   Ver.  12.    Second Part.. 
The  Wifdom  and  Equity  of  Providence. 
I   "\7C7  HE  N  the  great  Judge,  Supreme  and  Juft,. 
V  V     Shall  once  enquire  for  Blood, 
The  humble  Souls  that  mourn  in  Dull 
Shall  find  a  faithful  God;. 
a  He  from  the  dreadful  Gates  of  Death 
Does  his  own  Children  raife: 
In  Zion's  Gates,  with  chearful  Breath,. 
They  fmg  their  Father's  Praife.. 
I  His  Foes  mall  fall  with  heedlefsFeet, 
Into  the  Pit  they  made  ; 
And  Sinners  perifh  in  the  Net, 

That  their  own  Hands  have  fpread. 
4.  Thus  by  thy  Judgments,   mighty  GOD, 
Are  thy  deep  Counfels  known  ; 
When  Men  of  Mifchief  are  deftroy'd, 
The  Snare  muft  be  their  own. 

Pause. 

5  The  Wicked  Aiall  fink  down  to  Hell  j 
Thy  Wrath  devours  the  Lands, 


P  S  A  L  M     X.  ,9 

That  ctare  forget  Thee,  or  rebel 

Again/I  thy  known  Commands. 
Tho'  Saints  to  fore  Biftrefs  are  brought, 

And  wait  and  Jong  complain, 
Their  Cries  mail  not  be  (till  forgot, 

Nor  mail  their  Hopes  be  vain, 
[Rife,  great  Redeemer,  from  thy  Seat, 

To  judge  and  fave  the  Poor  j 
Let  Nations  trembie  at  thy  Feet, 

And  Man  prevail  no  more. 
Thy  Thunder  fhall  affright  the  Proud, 

And  put  their  Hearts  to  Pain, 
Make  'em  confefs  that  thou  art  God, 
And  they  but  feeble  Men.] 

Psalm     X. 
^rayer  heard,  and  Saints  fave d  :  or,  Pride,  Athei/.n 
and  Opprejfion  punijbed. 
For  a  Humiliation  Day. 

WH  Y  doth  the  Lord  (land  off  fo  far, 
And  why  conceal  his  Face, 
When  great  Calamities  appear, 

And  Times  of  deep  Ditrrefs  ? 
Lord,  mail  the  Wicked  (till  deride 

Thy  Juftice  and  thy  Pow'r  ? 
Shall  they  advance  their  Heads  in  Pride, 

And  ftill  thy  Saints  devour  ? 
They  put  thy  Judgments  from  their  Sight, 

And  then  infult  the  Poor ; 
Theyboaft  in  their  exalted  Height, 

That  they  (hall  fall  no  more. 
Arife,   O  God,  lift  up  thine  Hand, 

Attend  our  humble  Cry  ; 
No  Enemy  mall  dare  to  ftand 

When  God  afcends  on  high. 
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Pause. 

5  Why  do  the  Men  of  Malice  rage, 
And  fay  with  foolifh  Pride, 
The  God  of  Heaven  will  ne'er  engage 
"  To  fight  on  ZionV  Side." 

6  But  thou  for  ever  art  our  Lord, 

And  powerful  is  thine  Hand, 
As  when  the  Heathens  felt  thy  Sword, 
And  perim'd  from  thy  Land. 

7  Thou  wilt  prepare  our  Hearts  to  pray, 

And  caufe  thine  Ear  to  hear  ; 
He  hearkens  what  his  Children  fay, 

And  puts  the  World  in  fear. 
$  Proud  Tyrants  (hall  no  more  opprefs, 

No  more  defpife  the  Juft  $ 
And  mighty  Sinners  mall  confefs 

They  are  but  Earth  and  Duft. 

Psalm     XI. 
GOD  loves  the  Righteous,  and  hates  the  Wicked. 

I    T\/f  Y  Refuge  is  the  God  of  Love, 
jLVJL   Why  do  my  Foes  infult  and  cry, 
"  Fly  like  a  timorous  trembling  Dove, 
"  To  dijiant  Woods  or  Mountains  fly." 

a     If  Government  be  all  deftroy'd, 
'(That  firm  Foundation  of  our  Peace) 
And  Violence  make  Juftice  void, 
Where  (hall  the  RigLtebus  feek  Redrefs  ? 

3  The  Lord  in  Heav'n  has  hVd  his  Throne, 
His  Eyes  furvey  the  World  below  : 

To  him  all  mortal  Things  are  known, 
His  Eye-lids  fearch  our  Spirits  thro*. 

4  If  he  affli6ts  his  Saints  fo  far, 

To  prove  their  Love,  and  try  their  Grace, 
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What  may  the  bold  Tranfgreflbrs  fear? 

His  very  Soul  abhors  their  Ways. 
j     On  impious  Wretches  he  mall  rain 

Tempefts  of  Brimftone,  Fire  and  Death  ; 

Such  as  he  kindled  on  the  Plain 

Of  Sodom,  with  his  angry  Breath. 
5     The  righteous  Lord  loves  righteous  Souls, 

Whofe  Thoughts  and  Actions  are  fincere, 

And  with  a  gracious  Eye  beholds 

The  Men  that  his  own  Image  bear. 

Psalm     XII.     Long  Metre. 
the  Saint's  Safety  and  Hope  in  evil  Times  :  or,  Sin/ 

of  the    Tongue    complained  of    (viz.)   £lafphemy9 

Fal/hocd,   &c. 
I   T     ORD,  if  thou  doft  not  foon  appear, 

J 4  Virtue  and  Truth  will  fly  away  j 

A  faithful  Man  amongft  us  here, 

Will  fcarce  be  found,   if  thou  delay. 

I     The  whole  Difcourfe,  when  Neighbours  meet, 

Is  fiird  with  Trifles  loofe  and  vain  ; 

Their  Lips  are  Flatt'iy  and  Deceit, 

And  their  proud  Language  is  profane. 
j     But  Lips,  that  with  Deceit  abound, 

Shall  not  maintain  their  Triumph  long  ; 

The  God  of  Vengeance  will  confound 

The  fiatt'ring  and  blafpheming  Tongue. 
4.     "  Yet  Jh all  cur  Words  be  free -,  they  cry  ; 

u  Our  Tongue  Jh  all  he  ccntrcu?  d  by  none  : 

"  Where  is  the  Lord  nvill  ajk  us  <vuhy  ? 

€i  Or  fay  ,  our  Lips  are  not  our  o-ivn  ?n 
5     The  Lord,  who  fees  the  Poor  oppreft, 

And  hears  th"  Oppreflbr's  haughty  Strain, 

Will  rife  to  give  his  Children  Kelt, 

Nor  fliall  they  1 111ft  his  Word  in  vain. 
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6  Thy  Word,  O  Lord,  tho'  often  try\l, 
Void  of  Deceit  fhall  rtill  appear  $ 
Not  Silver,  fev'n  times  purify  M 
From  Drofs  and  Mixture,   mines  Co  clear. 

7  Thy  Grace  lhall  in  the  darker!  Hour 
Defend  the  holy  Soul  from  Harm  : 
Tho'  when  the  vileft  Men  have  PowY, 
On  ev'ry  Side  will  Sinners  iwarm. 

Psalm     XII,     Common  Metre. 

-Complaint  of  a  general  Corruption  of  Manners  :  or. 
The  Promife  and  Sign  of  Ckr\j?  s  coming  to  Judg- 
ment. 

I    Tt  ELP,  Lord,  for  Men  of  Virtue  fail ; 
XTl   Religion  lofes  Ground  j 
The  Sons  of  Violence  prevail, 
And  Treacheries  abound, 
z  Their  Oaths  and  Promifes  they  break, 
,  Yet  a&  the  Flatterer's  Part  ; 
With  fair  deceitful  Lips  they  fjpeak, 
And  with  a  double  Heart. 
3  If  we  reprove  fome  hateful  Lye, 
How  is  their  Fury  ftirr'd  ! 
'"  Are  not  our  Lips  our  oivtt,  they  cry, 
"  And  ivho  Jhail  be  our  Lord? 
4.  Scoffers  appear  on  ev'ry  Side, 
Where  a  vile  Race  of  Men 
Is  rais'd  to  Seats  of  Pow'r  and  Pride, 
And  bears  the  Sword  in  vain, 
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^  Lord,  when  Iniquities  abound, 
And  Blafphemy  grows  bold, 
When  Faith  is  hardly  to  be  found, 
And  Love  is  waxing  cold  } 


c< 
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Is  not  thy  Chariot  harVning  on  ? 

Haft  thou  not  giv'n  the  Sign  ? 
May  we  not  truft  and  live  upon 

A  Promife  fo  divine  ? 
"  Yes,  faith  the  Lord,  now  will  I  life, 

"  And  make  Oppreflbrs  flee  ; 

I  fhall  appear  to  their  Surprize, 
And  let  my  Servants  free." 
Thy  Word,  like  Silver  (even  times  try'd, 

Thro'  Ages  mall  endure  j 
The  Men  that  in  thy  Truth  confide, 

Shall  find  the  Promife  fure. 

Psalm     XIII.     Long  Metre. 

hading  with   Gcd  Under  Defer tion  :    or,    Heps    in 
Darbiefs* 

HO  W  long,  O  Lord,  (hall  I  complain 
Like  one  that  leeks  his  God  in  vain  ? 
Can'ft  thou  thy  Face  for  ever  hide  ? 
And  I  itill  pray,  and  be  deny'd  ? 

Shall  I  for  ever  be  forgot, 
As  one  whom  thou  regard eft  not  ? 
Still  fhall  my  Soul  thine  Abfence  mourn? 
And  ftill  deipair  of  thy  Return  ? 

How  long  (hall  my  poor  troubled  Breaft 
Be  with  thefe  anxious  Thoughts  oppreft  r 
And  Satan,  my  malicious  Foe, 
Rejoice  to  fee  me  funk  fo  low  ? 

Hear,  Lord,  and  grant  me  quick  Relief, 
Before  my  Death  conclude  my  Grief ; 
If  thou  withholds  thy  heavenly  Light, 
I  fleep  in  everlafting  Night. 
How  will  the  Powers  of  Darknefs  bo: 
U  but  one  praying  Soul  be  kit  ! 
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But  I  have  trufted  in  thy  Grace, 
And  mall  again  behold  thy  Face. 
6  Whate'er  my  Fears  or  Foes  fuggeft, 
Thou  art  my  Hope,  my  Joy,  my  Reft  : 
My  Heart  (hall  feel  thy  Love,  and  raiie 
My  chearful  Voice  to  Songs  of  Praiie. 

Psalm     XIII.     Common  Metre. 
Complaint  under  temptations  of  the  Devil. 

I    TJ  O  W  long  wilt  thou  conceal  thy  Face  ? 
JlJL    My  God,  how  long  delay  ? 
When  mail  I  feel  thofe  heav'nly  Rays 
That  chafe  my  Fears  away  ? 
<t  How  long  mail  my  poor  laboring  Soul 
Wreftle  and  toil  in  vain  ? 
Thy  Word  can  all  my  Foes  controulj 
And  eafe  my  raging  Pain. 

3  See  how  the  Prince  of  Darknefs  tries 
All  his  malicious  Arts; 
He  fpreads  a  Mill  around  my  Eyes, 
And  throws  his  fiery  Darts. 
4.  Be  thou  my  Sun,  and  thou  my  Shield  ; 
My  Soul  in  Safety  keep  j 
Make  hafte  before  mine  Eyes  are  feal'd, 
In  Death's  eternal  Sleep. 

5  How  will  the  Tempter  boaft  aloud 

If  I  become  his  Prey  1 
Behold  the  Sons  of  Hell  grow  proud, 
At  thy  fo  long  Delay. 

6  But  they  mall  fly  at  thy  Rebuke, 

And  Satan  hide  his  Head  j 
He  knows  the  Terrors  of  thy  Look, 
And  hears  thy  Voice  with  Dread. 
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Thou  wilt  difplay  that  fov'reign  Grace 

Where  all  my  Hopes  have  hung  ; 
I  fhail  employ  my  Lips  in  Praiie, 
And  Vi&'ry  &3$fcbe  lung. 

Psalm    XIV.      Firft   Part. 
By  Nature  all  Men  are  Sinners* 
i    'JT^  O  O  L  S  in  their  Hearts  believe  and  fay, 
JL      m  That  sll  Religion's  vain, 
"  There  is  no  God  that  reigns  on  high, 
"  Or  minds  th1.  Affairs  of  Men.1' 

2  From  Thoughts  ib  dreadful  and  profane, 

Corrupt  Difcourfe  proceeds  ; 
And  in  their  impious  Hands  are  found 
Abominable  Deeds. 

3  The  Lord,  from  his  Celeftial  Throne, 

Looked  down  on  Things  below, 
To  find  the  Man  that  fought  his  Grace, 
Or  did  his  Juftice  know. 

4  By  Nature  all  are  gone  aftray, 

Their  Practice  ail  the  fame  ; 
There's  none  that  fears  his  Maker's  Hand  j 
There's  none  that  loves  his  Name. 

5  Their  Tongues  are  us'd  to  fpeak  Deceit, 

Their  Slanders  never  ceafe  ; 
How  fwift  to  Mifchief  are  their  Feet, 
Nor  know  the  Paths  of  Peace  ! 
C  Such  Seeds  of  Sin  (that  bitter  Root) 
In  ev'ry  Heart  are  found  ; 
Nor  can  they  bear  diviner  Fruit, 
Till  Grace  refine  the  Ground. 

Psalm     XIV.     Second  Part. 
The  Folly  of  Perfecutors. 
I      ARE  Sinners  now  fo  fenfelefs  grown^ 
JjL     That  they  the  Saints  devour  ? 
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And  never  worfliip  at  thy  Throne, 
Nor  fear  thy  awful  Pow'r  ? 

2  Great  God,  appear  to  their  Surprize, 

Reveal  thy  dreadful  Name  5 
Let  them  no  more  thy  Wrath  defpife, 
Nor  turn  our  Hope  to  Shame. 

3  Doft  thou  not  dwell  among  the  Juft  ? 

And  yet  our  Foes  deride, 
That  we  mould  make  thy  Name  our  Trull! 
Great  God,  confound  their  Pride. 

4  O  that  the  joyful  Day  was  come 

To  finim  our  Diftrefs  ! 
When  God  ihall  bring  his  Children  home, 
Our  Scncrs  (hall  never  ceafe. 

o 

P  s  A  l  M    XV.     Common  Metre. 

Char  after  of  a  Saint:    or,  a  Citizen  of  Zion  :  or,  the 
Qualifications  of  a  Chrifiian, 

i   \\J  H  O  (hall  inhabit  in  thy  Hill, 
VV       O  God  of  Holinefs  I 
Whom  will  the  Lord  admit  to  dwell 
So  near  his  Throne  of  Grace  ? 

2  The  Man  that  walks  in  pious  Wavs, 

And  works  with  righteous  Hands, 
That  trufts  his  Maker's  Promifes, 
And  follows  his  Commands. 

3  He  fpeaks  the  Meaning  of  his  Heart, 

Nor  (landers  with  his  Tongue  ; 
Will  fcarce  believe  an  ill  Report, 
Nor  do  his  Neighbour  Wrong. 

4  The  wealthy  Sinner  he  contemns, 

Loves  all  that  fear  the  Lord  ; 
And  though  to  his  own  Hurt  he  fwears, 
Still  he  performs  his  Word. 
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5  His  Hands  difdain  a  golden  Bribe, 
And  never  gripe  the  Poor  ; 
This  Man  mall  dwell  with  God  on  Earth, 
And  find  his  Heav*n  fecure. 

Psalm   XV.     Long  Metre. 

Religion  and  Juftice^  Goodnefs  and  Truth  :  or,  Du- 
ties to  GOD  a?id  Man  :  or,  the  Qualifications  of  a 
Chriftian. 

1  \X7  H  O  fhall  afcend  thy  heavenly  Place, 

V  V     Great  God,  and  dwell  before  thy  Face  ? 
The  Man  that  minds  Religion  now, 
And  humbly  walks  with  God  below. 

2  Whofe  Hands  are  pure,   whole  Heart  is  clean  ; 
Whofe  Lips  ftill  fpeak  the  Thing  they  meun  : 
No  Slanders  dwell  upon  his  Tongue : 

He  hates  to  do  his  Neighbour  Wrong. 

3  [Scarce  will  he  truft  an  ill  Report, 

Nor  vent  it  to  his  Neighbour's  Hurt  : 
Sinners  of  State  he  can  deipife, 

But  Saints  are  honoured  in  his  Eyes.] 

4  [Firm  to  his  Word  he  ever  ftcod, 
And  always  mikes  his  Promii'e  good  : 
Nor  dares  to  change  the  Thing  he  fwears, 
Whatever  Pain  or  Lofs  he  bears.] 

5  [He  never  deals  in  bribing  Gold, 
And  mourns  that  Juftice  mould  be  fold  : 
While  others  gripe  and  grind  the  Poor, 
Sweet  Charity  attends  his  Door.] 

6  He  loves  his  Enemies,  and  prays 
For  thofe  that  curfe  him  to  his  Face  5 
And  doth  to  all  Men  ftill  the  i^met 
That  he  would  hope  or  wim  from  them. 

C  z 
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7      Vet,  when  his  hoi i eft  Works  are  done, 
lli>  Soul  depends  on  Grace  alone. 
Tliis  is  the  Man  thy  Face  fh all  lee, 
And  dwell  for  ever,   Lord,  with  Thee. 

P  s  a  L  to    XVI.     TirJI  Part.     Long  Metre. 
Confcffion    of  our  Poverty  ;  and,  Saints  the  bcjl  Com- 
pany :  or,    Good Works profit  Men,  not  GOD. 
i    jT)Reierve  me,  Lord,  in  Time  of  Need, 
X     For  Succour  to  thy  Throne  I  flee, 
But  have  no  Merits  there  to  plead  ; 
My  Goednefs  cannot  reach  to  Thee. 

2  Oft  have  my  Heart  and  Tongue  confeft, 
How  empty  and  how  pcor  I  am  ; 

My  praiie  can  never  make  thee  bleft, 
Nor  add  new  Glories  to  thy  Name. 

3  Yet,  Lord,   thy  Saints  on  Earth  may  reap 
Some  Profit,  by  the  Good  we  do  j 

Thefe  are  the  Company  I  keep, 
Thefe  are  the  choiceft  Friends  I  know. 

4  Let  others  chufe  the  Sons  of  Mirth 
To  give  a  Reliih  to  their  Wine, 

I  Lve  the  Men  of  heav'nly  Birth, 

Whole  Thoughts  and  Language  are  divine. 

Psalm  XVI.    Second  Part.    Long  Metre. 
ChriJTs  All- Sufficiency. 
i    TT  O W  faft  their  Guilt  and  Sorrows  rife, 

LI   Who  hafte  to  feek  fame  Idol-God  ! 

I  will  not  tafte  their  Sacrifice, 

Their  OfTrings  of  forbidden  Blood. 
2     My  God  provides  a  richer  Cup, 

And  nobler  Food  to  live  upon; 

He  for  my  Life  has  ofter'd  up 

Jefusy  his  belt  beloved  Son. 
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3  His  Love  i<  my  perpetual  Fcait  : 

By  Day  his  Counfeis  guide  me  liglit  : 

And  be  bis  Name  for  ever  bled, 

Who  gives  me  fweet  Advice  by  Night. 

4  I  let  him  (till  before  mine  Eyes : 

At  my  Right  Hand  he  ftands,  prepared 
To  keep  my  Soul  from  all  Surprize, 
And  be  my  ererlafting  Guard. 

Psalm    XVI.     third    Part.     Long  .Mare. 
t  in  Death,  and  Hope  of  tic  Refurre&ion, 

1  \\T  HEN  God  is  nigh,  my  Faith  i 

V  V      His  Arm  h  1  Prop  : 

my  Heart,  1  .  lyTongue, 

My  .  (hall  reft  In  Hope. 

2  Tho'  in  the  Dud  I  lay  my  Head, 
Yet,  gracious  God,  thou  wilt  not  Ic 
My  Soul  for  ever  with  the  Dei  d, 
Nor  loft  thy  Children  in  the  Grave. 

3  M  :  thy  frit  CM  o!;  ;  , 

off  the  Duft,    and  rile  on  high  j 
Then  malt  thou  lead  the  wond'rous  V\  ay, 
to  thy  Throne  above  the  Sky. 

4  v  treams  oi  .  flow  j 
And  full  Difcoveri                  Grace 
((Which  we  but  tarred  here  below) 
Spread  heav'nly  Joys  thro1  all  the  Place. 

P  s  a  l  m  XVI.   1—8.  FirfiPart.  < 

Support  and  Caunfel from  GOD  without  Merit, 

j    PAVE  me,   ()  Lord,    from  cv'ry  Foe  j 
O      In  Thee  my  Trulf  I  place, 
Tho*  all  the  Good  that  I  can  do 
Can  ne'er  deierve  thy  Grace. 

c  3 
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2.  Yet  if  my  God  prolong  my  Breath, 
The  Saints  may  profit  by*t ; 
The  Saints,  the  Glory  of  the  Earth, 
The  Men  of  my  Delight. 

3  Let  Heathens  to  their  Idols  hafte, 

And  worfnip  Wood  and  Stone  ; 
But  my  delightful  Lot  is  cafr. 
Where  the  True  God  is  known. 

4  His  Hand  provides  my  conftant  Food, 

He  fills  my  daily  Cup  5 
Much  am  I  pleasM  with  prefent  Good, 
But  more  rejoice  in  Hope. 

5  God  is  my  Portion  and  my  Joy  5 

His  Counfels  are  my  Light : 
He  gives  me  fweet  Advice  by  Day, 
And  gentle  Hints  by  Night. 

6  My  foul  would  all  her  Thoughts  approve, 

To  his  all-feeing  Eye  j 
Not  Death,   nor  Hell  my  Hope  fhall  move, 
While  fiich  a  Friend  is  nigh. 

Psalm    XVI.    Second  Part,    Common  Metre, 
'The  Death  and  Refurreclion  of  Chrift. 
l   "  "If  Set  the  Lord  before  my  Face, 
jL     "  He  bears  my  Courage  up  ; 
"  My  Heart,  my  Tongue,  their  Joys  exprefs, 
"  My  Flefh  mail  reft  in  Hope. 
1  "  My  Spirit,  Lord,  thou  wilt  not  leave 
"  Where  Souls  departed  are  5 
"  Nor  quit  my  Body  to  the  Grave, 
"  To  fee  Corruption  there. 
3  "  Thou  wilt  reveal  the  Path  of  Life, 
11  And  raife  me  to  thy  Throne  ; 
"  Thy  Courts  immortal  Pleafure  give, 
u  Thy  Preience  Joys  unknown." 
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4  [Thus  in  the  Name  of  Chrift,    the  Lord, 

The  holy  David  lung  ; 
And  Providence  fulfils  the  Word 
Of  his  prophetic  Tongue. 

5  Jefus,  whom  ev*ry  Saint  adores, 

Was  crucify *d  and  (lain  j 
Behold  the  Tomb  its  Prey  reftore?, 
Behold  he  lives  again. 

6  When  mall  my  Feet  arife,  and  Hand 

On  Heav  *irs  eternal  Hills  ? 
There  fits  the  Son  at  Gob's  Right-hand, 

And  there  the  Father  (miles.  J 
Psalm    XVII.  Ver.  13,   &c\    Short  Metre. 
Portion  of  Saints  and  Sinners  1  or,  Hope  and  Deffair 
in  Death. 

1  ARISE,    my  gracious  God, 
JHL     And  make  the  Wicked  flee  : 
They  are  but  thy  chaftiiing  Rod, 

To  drive  thy  Saints  to  Thee; 

2  Behold  the  Sinner  die?, 

His  haughty  Words  are  vain  ; 
Here  in  this  Life  his  Pleafuie  lies, 
And  all  beyond  is  Pain. 

3  Then  let  his  Pride  advance, 

And  boa  ft  of  all  his  Store  ; 
The  Lord  is  my  Inheritance, 
My  Soul  can  wifli  no  more. 

4  I  mall  behold  the  Face 

Of  my  forgiving  God  ; 
And  ftand  complete  in  Righteoufnefs, 
WuhYd  in  my  Saviours  Blood. 

5  There's  a  new  Heav  n  begun 

When  I  awake  from  IX 
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Prefl  in  the  Liken efs  of  thy  Son, 
And  draw  immortal  Breath. 

P  s  a  L  m    XVII.    Long  Metre. 

T'be  Sinner  s  Portion  and  Saint's  Hope  :    or,  the  Hea- 
ven of  feparate  Souls  >  and  the  Refurreclion. 

i  ORD,   I  am  thine  \  But  thou  wilt  prove 

Jl 4  My  Faith,   my  Patience,  r.ncl  my  Love  i 

When  Men  cf  Spight  againft  me  join, 
They  are  the  Sword,  the  Hand  is  thine. 

2  Their  Hope  and  Portion  lie  below  ; 
'Tis  all  the  Happineis  they  know, 

'Tis  all  they  feek  \  they  take  their  Shares, 
And  leave  the  reft  among  their  Heirs. 

3  What  Sinners  value,  I  refign  j 
Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine  : 
I  (hall  behold  thy  bliisful  Face, 

And  ftand  complete  in  Righteouihefs. 

4  This  Life's  a  Dream,    an  empty  Show  ; 
But  the  bright  World  to  which  I  go, 
Hath  Joys  fubftantial  and  (ulcere  ; 
When  mail  I  wake  and  tir.d  me  there  r 

5  O  glorious  Hour  !  O  blell  Abode  ! 
I  (hall  be  near,    and  like  my  God  ! 
And  Flefh  and  Sin  no  more  controul 
The  (acred  Pleafurcs  of  the  Soul. 

I     My  FIe(h  fhall  (lumber  in  the  Ground, 
Till  the  laft  r?  limpet's  joyful  Sound  ; 
Then  burft  the  Chains  with  fwrct  Surprize, 
And  in  my  Saviour's  Image  rile. 
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Psalm  XVIII.     Fir/i  Part. 
Long  Metre.    Ver.   I — 6,   15 — 18. 
Deliverance  from  Defpair :  or,  Temptations  ever  come. 

1    r~F*%  H  E  E  will  I  love,  O  Lord,  my  Strength,  . 
Jl     My  Rock,  my  Tow  Y,  my  high  Defence  5 

Thy  mighty  Arm  (hill  be  my  Trurl, 

Fori  have  found  Salvation  thence, 
x     Death  and  the  Terrors  of  the  Grave, 

Stood  round  me  with  their  difmal  Shade  ; 

While  Floods  of  high  Temptations  role, 

And  made  my  finking  Soul  afraid. 

3  I  faw  the  op  ning  Gates  of  Hell, 
With  endleis  Pains  and  Sorrows  there, 
Which  none  but  they  that  feel  can  tell, 
While  I  was  hurry\l  to  Defpair. 

4  In  my  Diftrefs  I  call\l  my  God, 
When  I  could  fcarce  believe  him  mine  j 
He  bow\i  his  Ear  to  my  Complaint  j 
Then  did  his  Grace  appear  divine. 

5  [With  Speed  he  flew  to  my  Relief; 
As  on  a  Cherub's  Wing  he  rode  ; 
Awful  and  bright  as  Lightning  fhone 
The  Face  of  my  Deliv'rer,  God. 

6  Temptations  fled  at  his  Rebuke, 
The  Biaft  of  his  Almighty  Breath  ; 

He  fent  Salvation  from  on  high, 

And  drew  me  from  the  Deeps  of  Death.] 

j      Great  were  my  Fears,  my  Foes  were  great, 
Much  was  their  Strengrh,   and  more  their  Rage  j 
But  Chrift,  my  Lord,  is  ConquVcr  ft  ill, 
In  ail  the  Wars  that  Devils  wage. 

8     My  Song  for  ever  (hail  record 
That  terrible,  that  joyful  Hour  \ 
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An<]  give  the  Glory  fo  the  Lord, 
Due  to  his  Mtrcy  and  his  PowY. 

Psalm     XVIII. 
Second  Part.    Ver.  20 — 26.     Long  Metre. 
Sincerity  proved  and  rewarded. 
1    T      ORD,  thou  had:  feen  my  Soul  fincere, 

J /  Haft  made  thy  Truth  and  Love  appear  ; 

Before  mine  Eyes  I  let  thy  Laws, 
And  thou  haft  own'd  my  righteous  Caufe. 
a     Since  I  have  learrTd  thy  holy  Ways, 
I've  walk'd  upright  hefore  thy  Face  ; 
Or  if  my  Feet  did  e'er  depart, 
'Twas  never  with  a  wicked  Heart. 

3  What  fore  Temptations  broke  my  Reft  ! 
What  Wars  arid  Smugglings  in  my  Breaft  ! 
But  thro'  thy  Grace  that  reigns  within, 

I  guard  againft  my  darling  Sin. 

4  That  Sin  which  clofe  befets  me  frill, 
That  works  and  ftrives  againft  my  Will  : 
When  fhall  thy  Spirit's  fov'reign  Pow'r 
Deftioy  it,  that  it  rife  no  more  ? 

5  [With  an  impartial  Hand  the  Lord, 
Deals  out  to  Mortals  their  Reward  : 
The  kind  and  faithful  Souls  mail  find 
A  God  as  faithful,  and  as  kind. 

6  The  Juft  and  Pure  fhall  ever  fay, 
Thou  art  more  pure,  more  juft  than  they  : 
And  Men  that  love  Revenge  fhall  know, 
God  hath  an  Arm  of  Vengeance  too.] 

Psalm   XVIII.     'Third  Part.    Ver.  30,   31,   34, 
35,  46,  &V.     Long  Metre. 

Rejoicing  in  GOD  :  or,  Salvation  and 'Triumph, 
3    T  U  S  T  are  thy  Ways,  and  true  thy  Word, 
J    Great  Rock  of  my  fecure  Abode  : 
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Who  is  a  God  befide  the  Lord  r 
Or  where1  s  a  Refuge  like  our  God  ? 

2  'Tis  He  that  girds  me  with  his  Might, 
Gives  me  his  holy  Sword  to  wield  ; 
And  while  with  Sin  and  Hell  I  fight, 
Spreads  his  Salvation  for  my  Shield. 

3  He  lives,  (and  blefTed  be  my  Rock  !) 
The  God  of  my  Salvation  lives, 
The  dark  Deiigns  of  Hell  are  broke  ; 
Sweet  is  the  Peace  my  Father  gi 

4  Before  the  Scoffers  of  the  Age 
I  will  exalt  my  Father's  Name, 
Nor  tremble  at  their  mighty  Rage, 

But  meet  Reproach,  and  bear  the  Shame. 

5  To  DaSid  and  his  Royal  c 
Thy  Grace  for  ever  mall  extend  ; 
Thy  Love  to  Saints  in  (thrift  their  Head 
Knows  not  a  Limit,  nor  an  End. 

Psalm    XVIII.    lirjl  Fart.    Common  Metre. 

Victory  and  Triumph  over  Temporal  Enemies* 
i   "\"\7'E  I  >  Lord,    and  we  adore, 

v  V        Now  is  thine  Arm  reveaTd  : 
Thou  art  our  Strength,  our  heav'nly  To\v\r, 
Our  Bulwark  and  our  Shield. 

2  We  fly  to  our  eternal  Rock, 

And  find  a  fure  Defence  $ 
His  holy  Name  our  Lips  invoke, 
And  draw  Salvation  there*. 

3  When  God  our  Leader  (bines  in  A. 

What  mortal  Heart  can  I 
The  Thunder  of  his  loud  Alarms  ? 
The  Lightning  of  his  Sp 

4  He  rides  upon  the  winged  Wind, 

And  Angels  in  Array, 


\t  F  S  A  L  m    xyin. 

fn  Millions,   wait  to  know  his  Mind, 
And  fwift  as  Flames  obey. 

5  He  ipeakSj   and  at  his  fierce  Rebuke 

Whole  Armies  are  uiiinay'd  ; 
His  Voice,  his  Frown,  his  angry  Look 
Strikes  all  their  Courage  dead. 

6  He  forms  our  Gen'rals  for  the  Field, 

With  all  their  dreadful  Skill  j 
Gives  them  his  awful  Sword  to  wield, 

And  makes  their  Hearts  of  Steel. 
-   [He  arms  our  Captains  to  the  Fight, 

(Tho"  there  his  Name's  forgot  -, 
He  girded  Cyrus  with  his  Might, 

But  Cyrus  knew  him  not.) 
8  Ofi.  has  the  Lord  whole  Nations  bit  ft, 

For  his  own  Churches  Sake  ; 
The  PowYs,  that  give  his  People  Reft, 

Shall  cf  his  Care  partake.} 

Psalm   XVIII.    Second  Part.  Common  -Metre, 

I'be  Conqueror  s  Song. 
i   ^Tp  O  thine  Almighty  Arm  we  owe 
J.     The  Triumphs  of  the  Day  ; 
Thy  Terrors,   Lord,   confound  the  Fee, 
And  melt  their  Strength  away. 
t  *Tis  by  thine  Aid  our  Troops  prevail, 
And  break  united  PowVs, 
Or  burn  their  boafted  Fleets,   or  fcale 
The  proudeft  of  their  Tow'rs. 

3  How  have  we  ehas'd  them  thro'  the  Field, 

And  trod  them  to  the  Ground, 
While  thy  Salvation  was  our  Shield, 
But  they  no  Shelter  found  ! 

4  In  vain  to  Idol  Saints  they  cry, 

And  perim  in  their  Blood  j 
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Where  is  a  Rock  Co  great,  fo  high, 
So  powerful  as  our  God  ? 

5  The  Rock  of  Iff  el  ever  lives, 

His  Name  be  ever  bleit ; 
'Tis  his  own  Arm  the  VicVry  gives, 
And  gives  his  People  reit. 

6  On  Kings  that  reign  as  David  did, 

He  pours  his  Bit- flings  down  ; 
Secures  their  Honours  to  their  Seed, 
And  well  iupports  their  Crown. 

Psalm    XIX.     Firfi  Part.    Short  Metre. 

The  Book  cf  Nature  and  Scripture. 
For  a  Lord's  Day  Morning, 
i    TJEHOLD!    the  lofty  Sky 
JO  Declares  its  Maker  God, 
And  all  his  {tarry  Works  on  high 
Proclaim  his  Pow\r  abroad. 

2  The  Darkncfs  and  the  Light 

Still  keep  their  Courle  the  fame  ;. 
While  Night  to  Day,  and  Day  to  Night, 
Divinely  teach  his  Name. 

3  In  ev'ry  different  Land 

Their  gen'ral  Voice  is  known  ; 
They  mew  the  Wonders  of  his  Hand, 
And  Orders  of  his  Throne. 

4  Ye  Britijb  Lands  rejoice. 

Here  he  reveals  his  Word, 
We  are  not  left  to  Nature's  Voice 
To  bid  us  know  the  Lord. 

5  His  Statutes  and  Commands 

Are  fet  before  our  Eyes, 
He  puts  his  Gofpel  in  our  Hands, 
Where  our  SaLvation  lies. 
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6  His  Laws  are  juft  and  pure, 

His  Truth  without  Deceit, 
His  Promifes  for  ever  iure, 
And  his  Rewards  are  great. 

7  [Not  Honey  to  the  Tafte 

Affords  fo  much  Delight, 
Nor  Gold  that  has  the  Furnace  pafs'd 
So  much  allures  the  Sight. 

8  While  of  thy  Works  I  fmg, 

Thy  Glory  to  proclaim, 
Accept  the  Praife,  my  God,  my  King, 
In  my  Redeemer's  Name.] 

Psalm   XIX.  Second  Part.    Short  Metre. 

C  0  D's    Word   moft   Excellent :    or,    Sincerity    mid 
Watchfidncfs. 

For  a  Lord's  Day  Morning. 

1  BEHOLD!  the  Morning  Sun 
JD    Begins  his  glorious  Way  ; 
His  Beams  thro'  all  the  Nations  run, 

And  Life  and  Light  convey. 

2  But  where  the  Gofpel  comes, 

It  fpreads  diviner  Light, 
It  calls  dead  Sinners  from  their  Tombs, 
And  gives  the  Blind  their  Sight. 

3  How  perfect  is  thy  Word  ! 

And  all  thy  Judgments  juft  ; 
For  ever  fare  thy  Promife,  Lord, 
And  Men  fecurely  truft. 

4  My  gracious  God,   how  plain 

Are  thy  Directions  giv'n  ! 
O  may  I  never  read  in  vain, 
But  find  the  Path  to  Hcavn  ! 
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Pause. 

5  I  hear  thy  Word  with  Love, 

And  I  would  fain  obey  ; 
Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  above, 
To  guide  me,  left  I  ftray. 

6  O  !  who  can  ever  find 

The  Errors  of  his  V/ays  ? 
Yet,   with  a  bold  prefumptuous  Mind, 
I  would  not  dare  trangrefs. 

7  Warn  me  of  evVy  Sin, 

Forgive  my  fecret  Faults, 
And  cleanfe  this  guilty  Soul  of  mine, 

Whofe  Crimes  exceed  my  Thoughts. 
S  While  with  my  Heart  and  Tongue, 

Ifpread  thy  Praife  abroad  ; 
Accept  the  Worfhip  and  the  Song, 

My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

Psalm    XIX.    Long  Metre. 

The  Books  of  Nature  and  of  Scripture  compared :  or, 
The  Glory  and  Succefs  of  the  GofpeL 

1  f"P*  H  E  Heav'ns  declare  thy  Glory,  Lord, 

A     In  ev'ry  Star  thy  Wifdom  mines  j 
But  when  our  Eyes  behold  thy  Word, 
We  read  thy  Name  in  fairer  Lines. 

2  The  rolling  Sun,  the  changing  Light, 
And  Nights  and  Days  thy  Pow'r  confefs  5 
But  the  bleft  Volume  thou  haft  writ, 
Reveals  thy  Juftice  and  thy  Grace. 

3  Sun,  Moon,  and  Stars  convey  thy  Praife 
Round  the  whole  Earth,  and  never  ftand  : 
So  when  thy  Truth  begun  its  Race, 

It  touchM,  and  glanc'd  on  ev'ry  Land. 
3 
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4  Nor  mail  thy  fpreading  Gofpel  reft, 
Till  thro'  the  World  thy  Truth  has  run  ; 
Till  Cbrtft  has  all  the  Nations  blelt 
That  lee  the  Light,  or  feel  the  Sun. 

5  Great  Sun  of  Righteoufnefs,  arife, 
Blefs  the  dark  World  with  heav'nJy  Light  5 
Thy  Gofpel  makes  the  Simple  wife, 

Thy  Laws  are  pure  J"  thy  Judgments  right. 

6  Thy  nobleft  Wonders  here  we  view, 
In  Souls  renew' d  and  Sins  forgiv  n  : 
Lord,   clean fe  my  Sins,   my  Soul  renew, 
And  make  thy  Word  my  Guide  to  Heav'n. 

Psalm  XIX.  To  the  Tune  of  the  1 13th  Pfaln* 

The  Book  of  Nature  and  Scripture, 

1  •^  Reat  God,  the  Heav'ns  well-order'd  Frame, 
vJT  Declares  the  Glories  of  thy  Name  : 

There  thy  rich  Works  of  Wonder  fhine  > 
A  thoufand  ftarry  Beauties  there, 
A  thoufand  radiant  Marks  appear 

Of  boundlefs  Pow'r,  and  Skill  divine. 

2  From  Night  to  Day,  from  Day  to  Night, 
The  dawning  and  the  dying  Light, 

Lectures  of  heav'nly  Wildom  read  ; 
With  iilent  Eloquence  they  raife 
Our  Thoughts  to  our  Creator's  Praife, 

And  neither  Sound  nor  Language  need. 

3  Yet  their  divine  I nftru elicits  run, 
Far  as  the  Journies  of  the  Sun, 

And  ev'ry  Nation  knows  their  Voice  : 
The  Sun,  like  fome  young  Bridegroom  drerr,, 
Breaks  from  the  Chambers  of  the  Eait, 

Rolls  round,  and  makes  the  Earth  rejoice. 

4.  Where'er  he  fpreads  his  Beams  abroad, 
He  fmiles,  and  ipeaks  his  Maker  God  1 
All  Nature  joins  to  iheiv  thy  Praife. 
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Thus  God  in  ev'ry  Creatine  (bines  ; 
Fair  is  the  Book  of  Nature's  Lines, 
But  fairer  is  the  Book  of  Grace. 

P  A  U   S   E. 

5  I  love  the  Volumes  of  thy  Word  ; 
What  Light  and  Joy  thoie  Leaves  afford, 

To  Scuis  benighted  and  diftrcil  ! 
Thy  Precepts  guide  my  doubtful  Way, 
Thy  Pear  iorbids  my  Feet  to  (bay, 

Thy  Promife  leads  my  Heart  to  reft. 

6  From  the  Discoveries  or  thy  Law, 
The  perfect  Rules  of  Life  I  draw  : 

Thtfe  are  my  Study  and  Delight  $ 
Not  Honey  fo  invites  the  Tafte, 
Ncr  Gold  that  hath  the  Furnace  pair, 

Appears  fo  pleating  to  the  Sight. 

7  Thy  Threatnings  wake  my  flumb  ling  Eyes, 
And  warn  me  where  my  Danger  lies  j 

But  'tis  thy  bleiied  Goipel,  Lord, 
That  makes  my  guilty  Conference  clean, 
Converts  my  Soul,   fobdues  my  Sin, 

And  gives  a  free  but  large  Reward. 

£  Who  knows  the  Errors  of  his  Thoughts  ? 
■   God,   forgive  my  fecret  Faults, 
Lnd  from  prefumptuous  Sins  reftrain  : 
Accept  my  peer  Attempts  of  Praiie, 
That  I  have  read  thy  Book  of  Grace, 
And  Book  of  Name,  not  In  vain. 

Psalm    XX. 

Prnyer  and  Hope  of  Ficlory. 

For  a  Day  of  Prayer  in  Time  oi  War. 

W  may  the  God  of  Pow'r  and  Grace 
lid  hi    People's  humble  cry  ! 
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Jehovah  hears  when  Ifrel  prays, 
And  brings  DclivYance  from  on  high. 

2  The  Name  of  Jacob's  God  defends, 
Better  than  Shields  or  brazen  Walls  j 
He,  from  his  Sanctuary,    fends 
Succour  and  Strength,  when  Zion  calls. 

3  Well  he  remembers  all  our  Sighs, 
His  Love  exceeds  our  bed  Deferts  ; 
His  Love  accepts  the  Sacrifice 

Of  humble  Gioans  and  broken  Hearts. 

4  In  his  Salvation  is  our  Hope, 
And  in  the  Name  of  2/rVfs  God, 
Our  Troops  fhall  lift  their  Banners  up, 
Our  Navies  fpread  their  Flags  abroad. 

5  Some  trufl  in  Horfes  trained  for  War, 
And  fome  of  Chariots  make  their  Boaib  ; 
Our  fureft  Expectations  are 

From  Thee,  the  Lord  of  heav'nly  Hofts. 

6  [O  may  the  Memry  of  thy  Name 
Inipire  our  Armies  for  the  Fight  ! 
Our  Foes  /hall  fall  and  die  with  Shame, 
Or  quit  the  Field  with  lhameful  Flight.] 

7  Now  fave  us,  Lord,  from  flavifli  Fear, 
Now  let  our  Hope  be  firm  and  ftrong, 
Till  thy  Salvation  (hall  appear, 

And  Joy  and  Triumph  raife  the  Song. 

Psalm    XXI.     Common  Metre. 

Our  King  is  the  Care  of  Heaven* 
i   f]p  H  E  King,    O  Lord,   with  Songs  of  Prate* 
JL      Shall  in  thy  Strength  rejoice  ; 
And,    bleft  with  thy  Salvation,  raife 
To  Heavm  his  chearful  Voice. 
2  Thy  fure  Defence,   thro"  Nations  round, 
Has  fpread  his  glorious  Name  j 
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And  bis  fuccefsful  Anions  crown'd 
With  Majefty  and  Fame. 

Then  let  the  King  on  God  alone, 

For  timely  Aid  rely  ; 
His  Mercy  (hall  fupport  the  Throne, 

And  all  our  Wants  fupply. 
But,  righteous  Lord,  his  ftubborn  Foes 

Shall  feel  thy  dreadful  Hand  : 
Thy  vengeful  Arm  (hall  find  out  thofe 

That  hate  his  mild  Command. 
When  thou  again  ft  them  doft  engage. 

Thy  jufl,  but  dreadful  Doom, 
Shall,  like  a  fVry  Oven's  Rage, 

Their  Hopes  and  them  con  fume. 
Thus,  Lord,  thy  wond'rous  PowY  declare, 

And  thus  exalt  thy  Fame  ; 
Whiift  we  glad  Songi  of  Praife  prepare, 

For  thine  Almighty  Name. 
Psalm  XXI.  i — 9.     Long  Metre. 
Chrift  exalted  to  the  Kingdom, 
T\  A  VI  D  rcjoic'd  in  God  his  Strength, 
•L^  Rais'd  to  the  Throne  by  fpecial  Grace, 
But  Chrift  the  Son  appears  at  length, 
Fulfils  the  Triumph  and  the  Praife. 

How  great  is  the  MefliaFs  Joy, 
In  the  Salvation  of  thy  Hand  ! 
Lord,  thou  haft  rais'd  his  Kingdom  high, 
And  givn  the  World  to  his  Command. 

Thy  Goodnefe  grants  whate'er  he  will, 
Nor  doth  the  leaft  Requeft  with -hold  ; 
Bleffings  of  Love  prevent  him  ftill, 
And  Crowns  of  Glory,  not  of  Gold. 

Honour  and  Majefty  divine 
Around  his  facred  Temples  fliinc, 
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Bleft  with  the  Favour  cf  thy  Face, 
And  Length  of  ever  lading  Cays. 

5     Thine  Hand  fhall  find  out  all  his  Foes  j 
And  as  a  rTry  Oven  glows 
With  raging  Heat  and  living  Coals, 
So  fhall  thy  Wrath  devour  their  Souls. 

Fsal  M     XXI  f.     i  — 1 6.     Fir/1  Par t. 
Com  men  Metre. 
'The  Sufferings  and  Death  o/'Chrifr. 
i   T17  H  Y  has  my  God  my  Scul  forfook, 
Nor  will  a  Smile  afford  ? 
(Thus  David  once  in  AnguiJh  fpeke, 
And  thus  our  dying  Loid.) 

7.  Tho"*  'tis  thy  chief  Delight  to  dwell 
Among  thy  praifing  Saints, 
Yet  thou  can'it  hear  a  Groan  as  well, 
And  pity  our  Complaints. 

3  Cur  Fathers  fruited  in  thy  Name, 

And  great  Deliverance  found  j 
But  I'm  a  VVcrm  defpis'd  of  Men, 
And  trodden  to  the  Ground. 

4  Shaking  the  Head  they  pafs  me  hy, 

And  laugh  my  Soul  to  Scorn  5 
<c  In  <vain  he  trujls  in  GOD,  they  cry, 
6 '  Neglefied  and  forlorn . ' ' 

5  But  thou  art  he  who  fornrfd  my  Flefh, 

By  thine  Almighty  Word  ; 
And  fmce  I  hung  upon  the  Breait, 
My  Hope  is  in  the  Lord. 

6  Why  will  my  Father  hide  his  Face, 

When  Foes  ftand  threatning  round, 
In  the  dark  Hour  of  deep  Diibcls, 
And  not  an  Helper  found  ? 
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Pause. 

7  Behold  thy  Darling  left  among 

The  Cruel  and  the  Proud, 
As  Bulls  of  B a/ban  fierce  and  ftrong, 
As  Lions  roaring  loud. 

8  From  Earth  and  Hell  my  Sorrows  meet, 

To  multiply  the  Smart  ; 
They  nail  my  Hands,  they  pierce  my  Feet, 
And  try  to  vex  my  Heart. 

9  Yet  if  thy  Sovereign  Hand  let  loofe 

The  Rage  of  Eafth  and  Hell, 
Why  will  my  heav"nly  Father  bruife 

The  Son  he  loves  fo  well  ? 
io  My  God,  if  pcffible  it  be, 

With- hold  this  bitter  Cup  : 
But  I  refign  my  Will  to  Thee, 

And  drink,  the  Sorrows  up. 

1 1  My  Heart  diflblves  with  Pangs  unknown, 

In  Groans  I  wafte  my  Breath  : 
Thy  heavy  Hand  hath  brought  me  down, 
Low  as  the  Duft  of  Death. 

12  rather,  I  give  my  Spirit  up, 

And  truft  it  in  thy  Hand  \ 
My  dying  Flefh  mall  reH  in  Hope, 
And  rife  at  thy  Command. 

Psalm  XXII.  20,  21,  27—31.     Second  Part. 
Common  Metre. 
ChiiftV  Sufferings  and  Kingdom. 
1   <c    7\7  0  W from  the  roaring  Lions  Ragey 
1V      "  O  Lord,  proteel  thy  Son, 
"  Nor  leave  thy  Darling  to  engage 
"  The  Po-ivrs  of  Hell  alone." 
z  Thus  did  ourfurPring  Saviour  pray 
With  mighty  Cries  and  Tears  j 
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God  heard  him  in  that  dreadful  Day, 

And  chasM  away  his  Fears. 
3  Great  was  the  VicYry  of  his  Death, 

His  Throne  exalted  high  ; 
And  all  the  Kindreds  of  the  Earth 

Shall  worihip,  or  fhall  die. 
4.  A  numerous  Offspring  nruft  arife, 

From  his  expiring  Groans; 
They  fhall  be  reckoned  in  his  Eyfts 

For  Daughters  and  for  Sons. 

5  The  meek  and  humble  Souls  mall  fee 

His  Table  richly  fpread  5 
And  all  that  feek  the  Lord  fhall  be 
With  Joys  immortal  i'ed, 

6  The  Iiles  fhall  know  the  Righteoufnefs 

Of  our  incarnate  God, 
And  Nations  yet  unborn  profefs 
Salvation  in  his  Blood. 

Psalm     XXII.     Long  Metre. 

ChrirVj-  Suffermgs  atid  Exaltation. 

1  "feTOW  let  our  mournful  Songs  record 
J.  \l    The  dying  Sorrows  of  our  Lord, 
When  he  complain'd  in  Tears  and  Blood, 
As  one  forfaken  of  his  God. 

2  The  Jews  beheld  him  thus  forlorn, 

And  fhook  their  Heads,  and  laugrfd  in  Scorn  5 
<l  He  refcifd  others  from  the  Grave  j 
"  Now  let  him  try  himfelf  to  fave. 

3  "  This  is  the  Man  did  once  pretend 
"  God  was  his  Father  and  his  Friend  5 
"  If  God  the  Blefled  lov'd  him  fo, 

"  Why  doth  he  fail  to  help  him  now  ln 
$.     Barbarous  People  !   Cruel  Priefts  ! 
How  they  flood  round  like  favage  Beafts ! 
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Like  Lion?  gaping  to  devour, 

When  God  had  left  him  in  their  PowV. 
•     They  wound  bis  Head,  his  Hands,  his  Feet, 
Till  Streams  of  Blood  each  other  meet: 

By  Lot  his  Garments  they  divide, 

And  mock  the  Pangs  in  which  he  dy'd. 
»     But  God,  his  Father,  heard  his  Cry  ; 

Rais'd  from  the  Dead  he  reigns  on  high  j 

The  Nations  learn  his  Righteoufhefs, 

And  humble  Sinners  tafte  his  Grace. 

Psalm     XXIU.     Long  Metre. 
GOD  our  Shepherd. 
1   "\  /f  ^  Shepherd  is  the  living  Lord  : 

JlVA  Nov/  fhall  my  Wants  be  well  fupply'd  5 

His  Providence  and  holy  Word 

Become  my  Safety  and  my  Guide. 

t     In  Part ures  where  Salvation  grows 

He  makes  me  feed,  he  makes  me  reft  5 

There  living  Water  gently  flows, 

And  all  the  Food  divinely  bleft. 
j     My  wandring  Feet  his  Ways  miftake, 

But  he  reftores  my  Soul  to  Peace, 

And  leads  me,  for  his  Mercy's  Sake, 

In  the  fair  Paths  of  Righteouihefs. 
4.     Tho'  I  walk  thro'  the  gloomy  Vale 

Where  Death  and  all  its  Terrors  are, 

My  Heart  and  Hope  fhall  never  fail, 

For  God  my  Shepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  Amidft  the  Darknefs  and  the  Deeps 
Thou  art  my  Comfort,  thou  my  Stay  j 
Thy  Staff  fupports  my  feeble  Steps, 
Thy  Rod  directs  my  doubtful  Way. 

6  The  Sons  of  Earth  and  Sons  of  Hell 
Gaze  at  thy  Goodnefs,  and  repine 
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To  fee  my  Table  fpread  fo  well, 
With  living  Bread  and  chearful  Wine. 

7   [How  I  rejoice,    when  on  my  Head 
Thy  Spirit  condefcends  to  reft  ! 
'Tis  a  Divine  Anointing,  fhed 
Like  Oil  of  Gladnefs  at  a  Feaft. 

S     Surely  the  Mercies  of  the  Lord 
Attend  his  Houfhold  all  their  Days  ; 
There  will  I  dwell  to  hear  his  Word, 
To  feek  his  Face  and  fing  his  Praife.] 

Psalm    XXIII.     Common  Metre. 

I   T\  /¥  Y  Shepherd  will  fupply  my  Need, 
JlVJL     Jehovah  is  his  Name  ; 
In  Paftures  frefh  he  makes  me  fesd, 
Befide  the  living  Stream. 
i  He  brings  my  wandering  Spirit  back, 
When  I  forfake  his  Ways  ; 
And  leads  me,    for  his  Mercy's  Sake, 
In  Paths  of  Truth  and  Grace. 

3  When  I  walk  thro'  the  Shades  of  Death, 

Thy  Ptefence  is  my  Stay  ; 
A  Word  of  thy  fupporting  Breath 
Drives  all  my  Fears  away. 

4  Thy  Hand,   in  Sight  of  all  my  Foes, 

Doth  ftili  my  Table  fpread  $ 

My  Cup  with  BlefTings  overflows, 

Thine  Oil  anoints  my  Head. 

5  The  fure  Provifions  of  my  God 

Attend  me  all  my  Days  : 
O  may  thy  Houfe  be  mine  Abode, 
And  all  my  Work  be  Praife ! 

6  There  would  I  find  a  fettled  Reft, 

(While  others  go  and  conn) 
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No  more  a  Stranger  or  a  Gueft, 
But  like  a  Child  at  home. 

Psalm  XXIII.    Short  Metre, 
I  f  I  *  H  E  Lord  my  Shepherd  is, 
A       I  mall  be  well  fupply'd  ) 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 
What  can  I  want  befide  ? 
a  He  leads  me  to  the  Ptace, 

Where  heav'nly  Pailure  grows. 
Where  living  Waters  gently  pafs. 
And  full  Salvation  flows. 
3  If  e'er  I  go  aftray, 

He  doth  my  Soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me,  in  his  own  right  Way, 
For  his  moft  holy  Name. 
4.  While  he  affords  his  Aid, 
I  cannot  yield  to  Fear  : 
Tho'  I  mould  walk  thro1  Death's  dark  Shade, 
My  Shepherd's  with  me,  there. 

5  In  Spight  of  all  my  Foes, 

Thou  doft  my  Table  ipread  ; 
My  Cup  with  Bleflin  gs  overflows, 
And  Joy  exalts  my  Head. 

6  The  Eounties  of  thy  Love, 

Shall  crown  my  following  Days  ; 
Nor  from  thy  Houfe  will  I  remove, 
Nor  ceale  to  fpeak  thy  Praiie. 

Psalm   XXIV.     Common  Metis. 
Dwelling  with  GOD. 
j   ^np*HE  Earth  for  ever  is  the  Lord's, 
X       With  AJa?n$  num'rous  Race  \ 
He  rais'd  its  Arches,  o'er  the  Floods, 
And  built  it  on  the  Stas. 
D 


£0  PSALM    XXIV, 

2  But  who  among  the  Sons  of  Men, 

May  vifit  thine  Abode  ? 
He  that  has  Hands  from  Mifchief  clean, 
Whofe  Heart  is  right  with  God> 

3  This  is  the  Man  may  rife,  and  take 

The  BiefTmgs  of  his  Grace  : 
This  is  the  Lot  of  thofe  that  feek, 
The  God  of  Jacob's  Face. 
4.  Now  let  our  Souls,  immortal  Pow'rs, 
To  meet  the  Lord,  prepare, 
Lift  up  their  everlafting  Doors* 
The  King  of  Glory's  near. 
5  The  King  of  Glory  !  who  can  tell 
The  Wonders  of  his  Might  ? 
He  rules  the  Nations  $  but  to  dwell 
With  Saints,  is  his  Delight. 

Psalm   XXIV.    Long  Metre. 
Sahits  dwell  in  Hea-ven  :  or,  Chrift'j  Afcenjion* 
i  TTp  HIS  fpacious  Earth  is  all  the  Lord's, 

X    And  Men  and  Worms,  and  Beafts  and  Birds  s 
He  rais'd  the  Building  on  the  Seas, 
And  gave  it  for  their  Dwelling-place. 

2  But  there's  a  brighter  World  on  high, 
Thy  Palace,  Lord,  above  the  Sky  : 
Who  (hall  afcend  that  bleft  Abode, 
And  dwell  fo  near  his  Maker  God  ? 

3  He  that  abhors  and  fears  to  fin, 

Whofe  Heart  is  pure,  whofe  Hands  are  clean  5 
Him  (hall  the  Lord  the  Saviour  blefs, 
And  clothe  his  Soul  with  Righteoufnefs. 

4  Thefe  are  the  Men,  tbe  pious  Race, 
That  feek  the  God  of  Jacobs  Face  j 
Thefe  mall  enjoy  the  blifsful  Sight, 
And  dwell  in  everlafting  Light. 
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Pause. 

5     Rejoice,  ye  mining  Worlds  on  high  ; 
Behold  the  King  of  Glory  nigh  ! 
Who  can  this  King  of  Glory  be  ? 
The  mighty  Lord,  the  Saviour's  He. 

(     Ye  heav'nly  Gates,  your  Leaves  difplay. 
To  make  the  Lord  the  Saviour  Way  : 
Laden  with  Spoils  fiom  Earth  and  Hell, 
The  Conqu'ror  comes,  with  God  to  dwell. 

7     Rais'd  from  the  Dead,  he  goes  before, 
He  opens  HeavVs  eternal  Door, 
To  give  his  Saints  a  bleft  Abode, 
Near  their  Redeemer,  and  their  God. 

Psalm    XXV.     i— -11.     Fir  ft  Fait* 
Waiting  for  Far  don  and  Direction; 
I  T  Lift  my  Soul  to  God, 
A     My  Truft  is  in  his  Name  ; 
Let  not  my  Foes  that  feek  my  Bloocf, 
Still  triumph  in  my  Shame, 
a  Sin  and  the  Pow'rs  of  Hell, 
Perfuade  me  to  defpair  : 
Lord,  make  me  know  thy  Cov'uant  wetf. 
That  I  may  Tcape  the  Snare. 

3  From  the  firft  dawning  Ligh% 
Till  the  dark  Ev'ning  rife, 
For  thy  Salvation,  Lord,  I  wait 
With  ever-longing  Eyes. 

4.  Remember  all  thy  Grace, 

And  lead  me  in  thy  Truth  ; 
Forgive  the  Sins  of  riper  Days, 
And  Follies  of  my  Youth. 

5  The  Lord  is  juft  and  kind  ; 

The  Meek  flull  learn  his  Ways ; 
D  * 
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And  ev'ry  humble  Sinner  find 
.The  Methods  of  his  Grace. 
6  For  his  own  Goodnefs  Sake, 

He  faves  my  Soul  from  Shame  : 
He  pardons  (tho'  my  Guilt  be  great) 
Thro1  my  Redeemer's  Name. 

Psalm  XXV.  12,  14,  10,  13.  Second  Part. 
Divine  Inftruclion* 
3   Xtr  H  ■£  R  E  mall  the  Man  be  found, 
v*       That  fears  t'bffend  his  God, 
That  loves  the  Gofpel's  joyful  Sound, 
And  trembles  at  the  Rod  ? 

2  The  Lord  fhall  make  him  know 

The  Secrets  of  his  "Heart, 
The  Wonders  of  his  Covenant  mow, 
And  all  his  Love  impart. 

3  The  Dealings  of  his  Hand 

Are  Truth  and  Mercy  (till, 
With  fach  as  to  bis  Covenant  ftand, 
And  love  to  do  his  Will  : 

4  Their  Souls  mall  dwell  at  Eafe, 

Before  their  Maker's  Face  $ 
Their  Seed  (hall  tafte  the  Promifes, 
In  their  extenfive  Grace. 
Psalm  XXV.   15—22.     third  Part. 
Difrefs  of  Soul :  or,  Back/liding  and  Dfertion. 

1  "\  /T  I  N  E  Eyes  and  my  Defire 
1VX     Are  ever  to  the  Lord  ; 

I  love  to  plead  his  Promifes, 
And  re(l  upon  his  Word. 

2  Turn,  turn  thee  to  my  Soul, 

Bring  thy  Salvation  near  ; 
When  will  thy  Hand  releafe  my  Feet, 
Out  of  the  deadly  Snare  ? 
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j  When  mall  the  Sov'reign  Grace 
Of  my  forgiving  God, 
Reftore  me  from  thofe  dangVous  Way?, 
My  wand'ring  Feet  have  trod  : 
j.  The  Tumult  of  my  Thoughts, 
Doth  but  enlarge  my  Woe  ; 
My  Spirit  ianguifhes,  ray  Heart 
Is  defolate  and  low. 

5  With  ev'ry  Morning  Light, 

My  Sorrow  now  begins  ; 
Look  on  my  Anguiib  and  my  Pain, 
And  pardon  all  my  Sins. 

Pause. 

6  Behold  the  Holts  of  Hell  ! 

How  cruel  is  their  Hate  ! 
Againft  my  Life  they  rife  and  join 
Their  Fury  with  Deceit. 

7  O  !  keep  my  Soul  from  Death, 

Nor  put  my  Hope  to  Shame  ; 
For  I  have  placed  my  only  Trait, 
In  my  Redeemer's  Name. 

8  With  humble  Faith  I  wait, 

To  fee  thy  Face  again  : 
Of  If/ el  it  fhall  ne'er  be  faid, 
"  He  fought  the  Lord  in  vain." 

Ps  A  L  M    XXVI. 
^-Examination  :  or,  Evidences  of  Grace* 
i     f  U  DG  E  me,  O  Lord,  and  prove  my  Way*# 
J    And  try  my  Reins,  and  try  my  Heart  ; 
My  Faith  upon  thy  Prornife  fl 
Nor  from  thy  Law  ?ny  Feet  depart. 
z     I  hate  to  walk,  I  hate  to  fit, 
Wi<h  Men  of  Vanity  and  Lies  ; 
'I>3 
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The  Scoffer  and  the  Hypocrite, 
Are  the  Abhorrence  of  mine  Eyes. 

3  Amor .gft  thy  Saints  will  I  appear, 
With  Hands  well  wanYd  in  Innocence  : 
But  when  I  ftand  before  thy  Bar, 

The  Blood  of  Ckrtfl  is  my  Defence. 

4  I  love  thy  Habitation,  Lord, 

The  Temple  where  thine  Honours  dwell  ; 
There  mail  I  hear  thy  holy  Word, 
And  there  thy  Works  of  Wonder  tell. 

5  Let  not  my  Soul  be  join'd  at  laft, 
With  Men  of  Treachery  and  Blood  ; 
Since  I  my  Days  on  Earth  have  paft 
Among  the  Saints,  and  near  my  God. 

Psalm    XXVII.     i~6.     Fir/1  Part. 
The  Church  is  our  Delight  and  Safety. 
%  J"T^  H  E  Lord  of"  Glory  is  my  Light, 
JL       And  my  Salvation  too  ; 
God  is  my  Strength  -,  nor  will  I  fear 
What  all  my  Foes  can  do. 
%  One  Privilege  my  Heart  defires  ; 
O  !  grant  me  an  Abode, 
Among  the  Churches  of  thy  Saints, 
The  Temples  of  my  God. 
3  There  fhall  I  offer  my  Requefts, 
And  fee  thy  Beauty  ftill  j 
Shall  hear  thy  Meflages  of  Love, 
And  there  enquire  thy  Will. 
4.  When  Troubles  rife,  and  Storms  appear, 
There  may  his  Children  hide  5 
God  has  a  ftrong  Pavilion,  where 
He  makes  my  Soul  abide, 
c  Now  (hall  my  Head  be  lifted  high 
Above  my  Foes  around, 
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And  Songs  of  joy  and  Victory, 

Within  thy  Temple  found. 
Psalm  XXVII.  8,  9,  13,  14.    Second  Fart. 
Prayer  and  Hope* 

1  QOON  asl  heard  my  Father  fay, 
O  <c  Ye  Children^  feek  my  Grace  f 
My  Heart  reply'd  without  Delay, 

u  III  feck  my  Father  s  Face" 

2  Let  not  thy  Face  be  hid  from  me, 

Nor  frown  my  Soul  away  ; 
God  of  my  Life,  1  fly  to  thee, 
In  a  difh  effing  Day . 

3  Should  Friends  and  Kindred  near  and  dear, 

Leave  me  to  want  or  die  ; 
My  God  would  make  my  Life  his  Care, 
And  all  my  Need  fupply. 

4  My  fainting  Flefh  had  dy'd  with  Grief, 

Had  not  my  Soul  believ'd, 
To  fee  thy  Grace  provide  Relief, 
Nor  was  my  Hope  deceived. 

5  Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  trembling  Saints, 

And  keep  your  Courage  up  ; 
He'll  raife  your  Spirit  when  it  faints, 
And  far  exceed  your  Hope. 

Psalm     XXIX. 

Storm  and  'Thunder. 

1  y*"^l  I  V  E  to  the  Lord  ye  Sons  of  Fame, 
VJT  Give  to  the  Lord  Renown  and  PowY, 
Afciibe  due  Honours  to  his  Name, 

And  his  eternal  Might  adore. 

2  The  Lord  proclaims  his  PowV  aloud, 
Over  the  Ocean  and  the  Land  ; 

His  Voice  divides  the  wat'ry  Cloud, 
And  Lightnings  blaze  at  his  Command. 
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3  He  fpeaks,  and  Tempeft,  Hail,  and  Wind, 
Lay  the  wide  Foreft  bare  around  j 

The  fearful  Hart,  and  frighted  Hind, 
Leap  at  the  Terror  of  the  Sound. 

4  To  Lebanon  he  turns  his  Voice, 
And  Jo,  the  ftately  Cedars  break  ; 
The  Mountains  tremble  at  the  Noife, 
The  Vallies  roar,  the  Deiarts  quake. 

5  The  Lord  fits  SovYeign  on  the  Flood, 
The  TbundVer  reigns  for  ever  King  ; 
But  makes  his  Church  his  bleft  Abode, 
Where  we  his  awful  Glories  fing. 

6  In  gentler  Language  there,  the  Lord, 
The  Counfels  of  his  Grace  imparts  : 
Amidft  the  raging  Storm,  his  Word 
Speaks  Peace  and  Courage  to  our  Heart*. 

Psalm     XXX.      Firji  Part. 

Sicknefs  beat  J,  and  Sorrow  remold. 

i    Y  Will  extol  Thee,  Lord,  on  high, 
JL   At  thy  Command  Difeafes  fly  : 
Who  but  a  God  can  fpeak  and  fave, 
From  the  dark  Borders  of  the  Grave  ? 

2,     Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  Saints  of  his, 
And  tell  how  large  his  Goodnefs  is  : 
Let  all  your  PowYs  rt joice,  and  blefs, 
While  you  record  his  Holincfs. 

3     His  Anger  but  a  Moment  flays  ; 
His  Love  is  Life  and  Length  of  Days  : 
Tho1  Grief  and  Tears  the  Night  employ, 
The  Morning-ftar  reflores  the  Joy. 

Psalm    XXX.    Ver.  6.     Second  Part. 
Health,  Sicknefs,  and  Recovery* 
j    IT*  I  R  M  was  my  Health,  my  Day  was  bright, 
JL1    And  I  prefum'd  'twould  ne\r  be  Night : 
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Fondly  I  fa  id  within  ray  Heart, 

M  Pleafure  and  Peace  jhall  ne*er  depart" 
i     But  I  forgot  thine  Arm  was  ftrong, 

Which  made  my  Mountain  ftand  fo  long  ; 

Soon  as  thy  Face  began  to  hide, 

My  Health  was  gone,  my  Comforts  dy'd. 
3     I  cry'd  aloud  to  Thee,  my  God, 

"  What  can'it  thou  profit  by  my  Blood  ? 

"  Deep  in  the  Dud  can  I  declare 

"  Thy  Truth,  or  ling  thy  Goodnefs  there  ? 
(j.     "  Hear  me,  O  God  of  Grace,  I  faid, 

u  And  bring  me  from  among  the  Dead  :" 

Thy  Word  rebuked  the  Pains  I  felt, 

Thy  pard'ning  Love  remov'd  my  Guilt. 

5  My  Groans,  and  Tears,  and  Forms  of  Woe, 
Are  turn'd  to  Joy  and  Praifes  now  ; 

I  throw  my  Sackcloth  en  the  Ground, 
And  Eaie  and  Gladnefs  gird  me  round. 

6  My  Tongue,  the  Glory  of  my  Frame, 
Shall  ne'er  be  f  lent  of  thy  Name  j 

Thy  Praife  mall  found  thro'  Earth  and  Hesv'n, 
For  Sicknefs  heal'd,  and  Sins  forgiv'n. 

Psalm  XXXI.  5,  13—19,  22,  23.  Fuji  Part. 

Deliverance  from  Death. 
jTNTO  thine  Hand,  O  God  of  Truth, 
X     My  Spirit  I  commit  ; 
Thou  haft  redeeirfd  my  Soul  from  Death, 
And  fav'd  me  from  the  Pit. 

2  The  Pafllons  of  my  Hope  and  Fear, 

Maintain'd  a  doubtful  Strife  ; 
While  Sorrow,  Pain,  and  Sin  confpii"d, 
To  take  away  my  Life. 

3  u  My  Times  are  in  thy  Handy  I,  cry'fil, 

"  TV  I  draw  near  the  Dujir 
D  5 
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Thou  art  the  Refuge  where  I  hide, 
The  God  in  whom  I  truft. 

4  O  !  make  thy  reconciled  Face 

Upon  thy  Servant  fhine, 
And  (ave  me  for  thy  Mercy's  Sake, 
For  I'm  entirely  thine. 

Pause. 

5  ['Twas  in  my  Hafte,  my  Spirit  faid, 

"  I  ?nuft  defpair  and  die, 
u-  I  am  cut  off  before  thine  Eyes  $" 
But  thou  haft  heard  my  Cry.] 

C  Thy  Goodnefs  how  divineiy  free  \ 
How  wondrous  is  thy  Grace  ! 
To  thofe  that  fear  thy  Ma  jetty, 
And  truft  thy  Promifes. 

7  O  love  the  Lord,  all  ye  his  Saints, 
And  fing  his  Praifes  loud  ! 
He'll  bend  his  Ear  to  your  Complaint?, 
And  recompenfe  the  Proud. 

Psalm  XXXI.   7 — 13,  iS— 21.  Second  Part. 
Deliverer ance  from  Slander  and  Reproach. 

1  Ti  /T  Y  Heart  rejoices  in  thy  Name, 
lVA     My  God,  my  Help,  my  Truft  ; 
Thou  haft  prefervM  my  Face  from  Shame, 

Mine  Honour  from  the  Duft. 

2  "  My  Life  is  fpent  with  Grief,  I  cryM, 
%i  My  Tears  confumdin  Groans, 
My  Strength  decays,  mine  Eyes  are  dryd> 

And  Sorrow  ivaftes  my  Bones" 
Among  mine  Eenemies,  my  Name 

Was  a  mere  Proverb  grown  5 
While  to  my  Neighbours,   I  became 

Forgotten  and  unknown. 
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4  Slander  and  Fear,  on  ev'ry  Side, 
Seiz'd  and  befet  me  round, 
I  to  the  Throne  of  Grace  apply'd, 
And  fpeedy  Refcue  found. 

Pause. 

c  How  great  DelivVance  thou  haft  wrought, 
Before  the  Sons  of  Men  ! 
The  lying  Lips  to  Silence  brought, 
And  made  their  Boaftings  vain  I 
C  Thy  Children,  from  the  Strife  of  Tongues, 
Shall  thy  Pavilion  hide, 
Guard  them  from  Infamy  and  Wrongs, 
And  crofh  the  Suns  of  Pride. 
7  Within  thy  fecret  Prefence,  Lord, 
Let  me  for  ever  dwell  ; 
No  fenced  City,  walPd  and  barr'd, 
Secures  a  Saint  fo  well. 

Psalm    XXXII.    Short  Metre* 
Torgicve?iefs  of  Sins  upon  Confejfiou* 

1  /^V  Blefled  Souls  are  they, 

\^J     Whofe  Sins  are  cover'd  o'er  ! 
Divinely  bleft,  to  whom,  the  Lord, 
Imputes  their  Guilt  no  more  ! 

2  They  mourn  their  Follies  pail, 

And  keep  their  Hearts  with  Care  ; 
Their  Lips  and  Lives  without  Deceit, 
Shall  prove  their  Faith  fiacere. 

3  While  I  concealed  my  Guilt, 

I  felt  the  fe  ft 'ring  Wound, 
Till  I  confeiVd  my  Sins  to  Thee, 
And  ready  Pardon  found. 
4.  Let  Sinners  learn  to  pray, 

Let  Saints  keep  near  the  Throne  j 
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Our  Help  in  Times  of  deep  Diftrefs, 
Is  found  in  God  alone. 

P  s  a  l  m  XXXII.    Common  Metre. 

Free  Pardon,  and  fincere  Obedience :    or,    Confejjlon 

and  Forgimenefs. 
1    T  T  A  P  P  Y  the  Man,  to  whom,  his  God, 
JLJ.     No  more  imputes  his  Sin  ; 
But  wanYd,  in  the  Redeemer's  Blood, 
Hath  made  his  Garments  clean  ! 
a  Happy,  beyond  Exprefiion,  he, 

Whofe  Debts  are  thus  difcharg'd  5 
And  from  the  guilty  Bondage  free, 
He  feels  his  Soul  enlarged  ! 
3  His  Spirit  hates  Deceit  and  Lies, 
His  Words  are  all  fincere  $ 
He  guards  his  Heart,  he  guards  his  Eyes, 
To  keep  his  Confcience  clear. 
4.  While  I  my  inward  Guilt  fupprefr, 
No  Quiet  could  I  find  ; 
Thy  Wrath  lay  burning  in  my  Breait* 
And  racked  my  tortur'd  Mind  : 

5  Then  I  confefs'd  my  troubled  Thoughts, 

My  fecret  Sins  revealM  j 
Thy  pard'ning  Grace  forgave  my  Faults, 
Thy  Grace  my  Pardon  feal'd.  *  . 

6  This  mall  invite  thy  Saints  to  pray. 

When  like  a  raging  Flood 
Temptations  rife,  our  Strength  and  Stay, 
Is  a  forgiving  God. 

Psalm    XXXII.     Ftrfi  Part.     Long  Metre. 

'Repentance  and  Free  Pardon  :  or,  J  unification  and 

Sanclification, 
1   T>  L  E  S  T  is  the  Man,  for  ever  bleft, 
JQ  Whofe  Guilt  is  pardon/d  by  his  Gov, 
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Whofe  Sins  with  Sorrow  are  confefs'd, 
And  covered  with  his  Saviour's  Blood. 

Bled  is  the  Man,  to  whom,  the  Lord, 
Imputes  not  his  Iniquities, 
He  pleads  no  Merit  of  Reward, 
And  not  on  Works,  but  Grace  relies. 

From  Guile  his  Heart  and  Lips  an 
His  humble  Joy,  his  holy  Fear, 
With  deep  Repentance  well  agree, 
And  join  to  prove  his  Faith  fmcere. 

How  glorious  is  that  Righteoufnefs, 
That  hides  and  cancels  all  his  Sins  ! 
While  a  bright  Evidence  of  Grace, 
Thro'  his  whole  Life  appears  and  mines. 

Psalm  XXXII.    Second  Part.  Long  Metre. 

A  guilty  Ccnfcience  eas*d  by  Co?ifeJfion  and  Pardon \ 

WHILE  I  keep  Silence,  and  conceal 
My  heavy  Guilt  within  my  Heart, 

What  Torments  doth  my  Conicience  feel  ! 

What  Agonies  of  inward  Smart  ! 
i      I  fpread  my  Sins  before  the  Lord, 

And  all  my  fcciet  Faults  confeis  : 

Thy  Goipel  (peaks  a  pard'ning  Word, 

Thine  Holy  Spirit  feals  the  Grace. 
;     For  this  mail  evVy  humble  Soul, 

Make  fwift  Addrefles  to  thy  Seat  : 

When  Floods  of  huge  Temptations  roll, 

There  mall  they  rind  a  bleit  Retreat. 
\.     How  fafe  beneath  thy  Wings  I  lie, 

When  Days  grow  dark,  and  Storms  appear  \ 

And  when  I  walk,  thy  watchful  Eye 

Shall  guide  me,  fafe  from  ev'ry  Snare. 
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Psalm  XXXIII.   Firfl  Part.  Common  Metre. 
Works  of  Creation  and  Providence. 
j    *n  Ejoice,  ye  Righteous,  in  the  Lord, 
■"■     This  Work  belongs  to  you  : 
Sing  of  his  Name,  his  Ways,  his  Word, 
How  hdy,  juft  and  true  ! 

2  Kis  Mercy  and  his  Righteoufnefs, 

Let  Heav'n  and  Earth  proclaim  ; 
His  Works  of  Nature  and  of  Grace, 
Reveal  his  wondrous  Name. 

3  His  Wifdom  and  Almighty  Word, 

The  heavenly  Arches  fpread  ; 
And  by  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord, 
Their  mining  Hods  were  made. 

4  He  bid  the  liquid  Waters  flow, 

To  their  appointed  Deep  ; 
The  flowing  S^as  their  Limits  know,. 
And  their  own  Station  keep. 

5  Ye  Tenants  of  the  fpacious  Earth, 

With  Fear  before  him  ftand  ; 
He  fpake,  and  Nature  took  its  Birth, 

And  refts  on  his  Command. 
C  He  fcorns  the  angry  Nations  Rage, 

And  breaks  their  vain  Defigns  : 
His  Counfel  ftands  thro1  ev'ry  Age, 

And  in  full  Glory  mines. 

Psalm    XXXIII.  Second  Part.  Common  Metre. 

Creatures  vain,  and  God  all-fiifficient. 
I   TJ  LEST  is  the  Nation,  where,  the  Lord, 
P     Hath  hVd  his  gracious  Throne  ; 
Where  he  reveals  his  heav'nly  Word, 
And  calls  their  Tribes  his  own. 

z  His  Eye  with  infinite  Survey, 
Does  the  whole  World  behold  ; 
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He  fornVd  us  all  of  equal  Clay, 
.And  knows  our  feeble  Mould, 

3  Kings  are  not  refcifd,  by  the  Force 

Of  Armies,  from  the  Grave  : 
Nor  Speed,  nor  Courage  of  an  Horfe, 
Can  the  bold  Rider  fave. 

4  Vain  is  the  Strength  of  Beads,  or  Men, 

To  hope  for  Safety  thence  j 
But  holy  Souls  from  God  obtain, 
A  ftrong  and  fure  Defence. 

5  God  is  their  Fear,  and  God  their  Tiuft, 

When  Plagues  or  Famine  fpread  $ 
His  watchful  Eye  fecures  the  Juft, 
Among  ten  thoufand  Dead. 

6  Lord,  let  our  Hearts  in  Thee  rejoice, 

And  blefs  us  from  thy  Throne  ; 
For  we  have  made  thy  Word  our  Choice, 
And  truft  thy  Grace  alone. 
P  s  a  L  m  XXXIII.  As  the  1 1  3th  Pfalm.  Firft  Part. 
Works  of  Creation  and Providence. 

1  ^L/^  E  hoty  Souls,  in  God  rejoice, 

X      Your  Maker's  Praife  becomes  your  Voice, 
Great  is  your  Theme,  your  Songs  be  new  ; 
Sing  of  his  Name,  his  Word,  his  Ways, 
His  Works  of  Nature,  and  of  Grace, 
How  wife  and  holy,  juft  and  true  ! 

2  Jufttee  and  Truth  he  ever  loves, 

And  die  whole  Earth  his  Gocdncfs  proves, 
His  Word  the  heav'nly  Arches  fpread  ; 

How  wide  they  fhine  from  North  to  South! 

And  by  the  Spirit  of  his  Mouth, 
Were  all  the  (tarry  Armies  made. 

3  He  gathers  the  wide  flowing  Seas, 
(Thofe  watVy  Treasures  know  their  Place) 
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In  the  vaft  Storehoufe  of  the  Deep  j 
He  fpake,  and  gave  all  Nature  Birth, 
And  Fires,  and  Seas,  and  Heav'n,  and  Earth, 

His  everlafting  Orders  keep. 
4  Let  Mortals  tremble,  and  adore 
A  G  O  D  of  fuch  refiftlefs  Pow'r, 

Nor  dare  indulge  their  feeble  Rage  : 
Vain  are  your  Thoughts,  and  weak  your  Hands  ; 
But  his  eternal  Counfel  ftands, 

And  rules  the  World  from  Age  to  Age. 

Psalm  XXXIIL  As  the  113th  Pfalm.  Second  Part. 
Creatures  <vain,  and  GOD  all-fufficient. 
ippy  Nation,  where,  the  Lord, 
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Reveals  the  Treafure  of  his  Word, 

And  builds  his  Church,  his  earthly  Throne  ! 
His  Eye  the  Heathen  World  furveys, 
He  forufd  their  Hearts,  he  knows  their  Ways, 

But  God  their  Maker  is  unknown. 
Let  Kings  rely  upon  their  Holr, 
And  of  his  Strength  the  Champion  boaft  j 

In  vain  they  boaft,  in  vain  rely  : 
In  vain  we  truft  the  brutal  Force, 
Or  Speed,  or  Courage  of  a  Horfe, 

To  guard  his  Rider,  or  to  fly. 

The  Eye  cf  thy  Compamon,  Lord, 
Doth  more  fecure  Defence  afford, 

When  Death  or  Dangers  threatning  ftand  : 
Thy  watchful  Eye  preferves  the  Juft, 
Who  make  thy  Name  their  Fear  and  Truft, 

When  Wars  or  Famine  wafte  the  Land. 
In  Sicknefs  or  the  bloody  Field, 
Thou  our  Phyfician,  thou  our  Shield, 

Send  us  Salvation  from  thy  Throne  5 
1 
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We  wait  to  fee  thy  Goodnefs  mine  $ 

Let  us  rejoice  in  Help  Divine, 
For  all  our  Hope  is  Gcq  alone. 

Psalm  XXXIV.    FtrftParU    Long  Metre. 
CODys  Care  of  the  Saints  :  or,  Deliverance  by  Prayer* 
I    T      ORD,  I  will  bids  thee  all  my  Days, 

1.  /  Thy  Praife  frail  dwell  upon  my  Tongue  : 

My  Soul  (hall  glory  in  thy  Grace, 

While  Saints  rejoice  to  hear  the  Song. 
3     Come,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me, 

Come,  let  us  ail  exalt  his  Name  ; 

I  fought  tlf  eternal  God,  and  He 

Has  not  exposed  my  Hope  to  Shame. 

3  I  told  him  all  my  fecret  Grief, 

My  fecret  Groaning  reached  his  Ears  ; 
He  gave  my  inward  Pains  Relief, 
And  calirfd  the  Tumult  of  my  Fears. 

4  To  him  the  Poor  lift  up  their  Eyes, 
Their  Faces  feel  the  hea/nly  Shine  ; 
A  Beam  of  Mercy,  from  the  Skies, 
Fills  them  with  LigLt  and  Joy  divine. 

5  His  holy  Angels  pitch  their  Tents, 
Around  the  Men  that  fenre  the  Lord  : 
O  fear  and  love  him,  all  bis  Saints, 
Tafre  of  his  Grace,  and  trurl  his  Word  ! 

6  The  wild  young  Lions,  pinch'd  with  Pais. 
And  Hunger,  roar  thro1  all  the  Wood  j 
But  none  (hall  ieck  the  Lord  in  v.    ., 

Nor  want  Supplies  of  real  Good, 

Psalm  XXXIV.   1 1—22.  Second  Part.  Leng  Metre, 

Religious  Education  :  or,  InftruSiions  of  Pietj. 
1    /^Hildren  in  Ye^rs,   and  Knowledge  your 
V><   Your  Parents  Hope,  your  Parents  Joy,   . 
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Attend  the  Counfels  of  my  Tongue, 
Let  pious  Thoughts  your  Minds  employ. 

2  If  you  defire  a  Length  of  Days, 
And  Peace  to  crown  your  mortal  State, 
Reftrain  your  Feet  from  impious  Ways, 
Your  Lips  from  Slander  and  Deceit. 

3  The  Eyes  of  God  regard  his  Saints, 
His  Ears  are  open  to  their  Cries  ; 

He  fets  his  frowning  Face,  againil 
The  Sons  of  Violence  and  Lies. 

4  To  humble  Souls  and  broken  Hearts, 
God  with  his  Grace  is  ever  nigh  ; 
Pardon  and  Hope  his  Love  imparts. 
When  Men  in  deep  Contrition  lie. 

5  He  tells  their  Tears,  he  counts  their  Groans, 
His  Son  redeems  their  Souls  from  Death  j 
His  Spirit  heals  their  broken  Bones, 

They  in  his  Praife  employ  their  Breath. 

Psalm    XXXIV.    i  —  io.    Firfi  Part. 

Common  Metre. 
Prayer  and  Praife  for  eminent  Deliverance* 
I  T'LL  blefs  the  Lord  from  Day  to  Day  ; 
X     How  good  are  all  his  Ways  1 
Ye  humble  Souls  that  ufe  to  pray, 
Come,  help  my  Lips  to  praife. 
a  Sing  to  the  Honour  of  his  Name, 
How  a  poor  SufTrer  cry'd, 
Nor  was"  his  Hope  expos VI  to  Shame, 
Nor  was  his  Suit  deny'd. 
3  When  threatning  Sorrows  round  me  flood, 
And  endlefs  Fears  arofe, 
Like  the  loud  Billows  of  a  Flood, 
Redoubling  all  my  Woes, 
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I  told  the  Lord  my  fore  Diltrefs, 

With  heavy  Groans  and  Tears  j 
He  gave  my  (harpeil  Torments  Eafe, 

And  filenc'd  all  my  Fears. 

Pause. 

[O  Sinners  !  come  and  tafte  his  Love, 

Come,  learn  his  pleafant  Ways, 
And  let  your  own  Experience  prove, 

The  Sweetnefs  of  his  Grace. 
He  bids  his  Angels  pitch  their  Tent-, 

Round  where  his  Children  dwell  ; 
What  Ills  their  heav'nly  Care  prevents, 

No  earthly  Tongue  can  tell.] 
[O  love  the  Lord,  ye  Saints  of  his  ! 

His  Eye  regards. the  Juft. 
How  richly  blefVd  their  Portion  is, 

Who  rr.'r.ke  the  Lord  their  Trail  ! 
Young  Lions  pmch'd  with  Hunger  roar, 

And  famifh  in  the  Wood  ; 
But  God  fupplies  his  holy  Poor, 

With  ev'ry  needful  Good.] 

Psalm    XXXIV.     n— 22.    Second  Part. 

Common  Metre. 
Exhortations  to  Peace  and  Holinefs. 

C^  O  M  E,  Children,  learn  to  fear  the  Lord, 
j  And  that  your  Days  be  long, 
Let  not  a  falfe  or  fpiteful  Word, 
Be  found  upon  your  Tongue. 
Depart  from  Mifchief,  pracYife  Love, 

Purlue  the  Works  of  Peace  ; 
So  (hall  the  Lord  your  Ways  approve, 
And  lit  your  Souls  at  Eafe. 
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3  His  Eyes  awake  to  guard  the  Juft, 

His  Ears  attend  their  Cry  ; 
When  broken  Spirits  dwell  in  Duft, 
The  God  of  Grace  is  nigh. 

4  What  tW  the  Sorrows  here  they  tafte, 

Are  fharp  and  tedious  too, 
The  Lord  who  faves  them  all  at  laft, 
Is  their  Supporter  now. 

5  Evil  mall  finite  the  Wicked  dead  j 

But  God  iecurcs  his  own, 
Prevents  the  Mifchief  when  they  flide, 
Or  heals  the  broken  Bone. 

6  When  Deflation  like  a  Flood, 

O'er  the  proud  Sinner  rolls, 
Saints  find  a  Refuge  in  their  God, 
For  he  redeemed  their  Souls. 

Psalm    XXXV.    i— 9.    Firjl  Part. 

Prayer  and  Faith  of  perfecuted  Saints  ;  or,  bnpreca* 
tions  mixed  njjith  Charity* 

I   "f^T  O  W  pleiid  my  Caufe,  Almighty  God, 
XN      With  all  the  Sons  of  Strife  ; 
And  fight  agamft  the  Men  of  Blood, 
Who  right  againft  my  Life. 
■2.  Draw  cut  thy  Spear,  and  ftop  their  Way, 
Lift  thine  avenging  Rod  ; 
But  to  my  Soul  in  Mercy  fay, 
*■  I  am  thy  Saviour  GO  D." 

3  They  plant  their  Snares  to  catch  my  Feet, 

And  Nets  of  Mifchief  fpread  ; 
Plunge  the  Deftroyers  in  the  Pit, 
That  their  own  Hands  have  made. 

4  Let  Fogs  and  Daiknefs  hide  their  Way, 

And  flipp'ry  be  their  Ground  j 
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Thy  Wrath  fhall  make  their  Lives  a  Prey, 
And  all  their  Rage  confound. 

5  They  fly  like  Chat?  before  the  Wind, 

Before  thine  angry  Breath  j 
The  Angel  of  the  Loid  behind, 
Purines  them  down  to  Death. 

6  Thev  love  the  Road  that  leads  to  Hell  j 

Then  let  the  Rebels  die, 
Whofe  Malice  is  implacable, 
A^ainft  the  Lord  on  hic-h. 

7  But  if  thou  haft  a  chofen  few, 

Amongft  that  impious  Race, 
Divide  them  from  the  bloody  Crew, 

By  thy  furprizing  Grace. 
£  Then  wiM  I  raife  my  tuneful  Voice, 

To  make  thy  Wonders  known  : 
In  their  Salvation  I'll  rejoice, 

And  blefs  thee  for  my  own. 

Psalm  XXXV.  Ver.  12,  13,  14.  Second  Part. 

Love  to  Enemies :  or,  the  Love  of  Chrift   to  Sinner;  3 
typified  in  David. 

1  TJEhold!  the  Love,  the  genVous  Love, 
13     That  holy  David  (how*. 

Hark,   how  his  founding  Bowels  move, 
To  his  afflicted  Foes  ! 

2  When  they  are  fick,  his  Soul  complams, 

And  feems  to  feel  the  Smart  \ 
The  Spirit  of  the  Golpel  reigns, 
And  melts  his  pious  Heart. 

3  How  did  his  flowing  Tears  condole, 

As  for  a  Brotlur  dead  ! 
And  Fading  mortify  \l  his  Soul, 
While  for  their  Lifv  W  pray'tl. 
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4  They  groanM,  and  ctirs'd  him  on  their  Bed, 

Yet  ftill  he  pleads  and  mourns  ; 
And  double  Bleflings  on  his  Head 
The  righteous  God  returns. 

5  O  glorious  Type  of  heav'nly  Grace  ; 

Thus  Chr'ift  the  Lord  appears  j 
While  Sinners  curfe,  the  Saviour  prays* 

And  pities  them  with  Tears. 
€  He,  the  true  David,  Ifr V/'s  King, 

Bleft  and  belov'd  of  God, 
To  fave  us  Rebels,  dead  in  Sin, 

PayM  his  own  dcareft  Blood, 

Psalm  XXXVI.   5—9.    Long  Metre. 

The  Perfections  and  Providence  of  GOD  s  or,  Gent* 
ral  Providence  and  Special  Grace. 

t   TT  I  G  H  in  the  Heav'ns,  eternal  God, 
JLjL  Thy  Goodnefs  in  full  Glory  mines  $ 
Thy  Truth  fhall  break  thro'  ev'ry  Cloud, 
That  vails  and  darkens  thy  Defigns. 

z     For  ever  firm  thy  Juftice  Hands, 

As  Mountains  their  Foundations  keep  ; 
Wife  are  the  Wonders  of  thy  Hands  \ 
Thy  Judgments  are  a  mighty  Deep. 

3     Thy  Providence  is  kind  and  large, 
Both  Man  and  Beaft  thy  Bounty  mare  ; 
The  whole  Creation  is  thy  Charge, 
But  Saints  are  thy  peculiar  Care. 

4.    My  God  !  how  excellent  thy  Grace, 

Whence  all  our  Hope  and  Comfort  fprings  ! 

The  Sons  of  Adam  in  Diftrefs, 

Fly  to  the  Shadow  of  thy  Wings. 
5     From  the  Provifions  of  thy  Houfe, 

We  (hall  be  fed  with  fweet  Repaft  $ 
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There  Mercy  like  a  River  flows, 
And  brings  Salvation  to  our  Tafte. 
<S     Life,  like  a  Fountain  rich  and  free, 
Springs  from  the  Prefence  of  my  Lord  j 
And  in  thy  Light  our  Souls  mall  fee, 
The  Glories  promised  in  thy  Word. 

Psalm  XXXVI.    i,  *,  5,  6,  7,  9.   Common  Metre* 

fraftical  Athetfm  expofed  :  or,  the  Be'vig  and  Attrsr 
butes  of  GO  D  afferted. 

t  \X7  H  I  LE  Men  grow  bold  in  wicked  Ways, 
**      And  yet  a  God  they  own, 
My  Heart  within  me  often  fays, 

u  Their  Thoughts  believe  there9  s  none" 
*  Their  Thoughts  and  Ways  at  once  declare, 
(Whate'er  their  Lips  profefs) 
u  God  hath  no  Wrath  for  them  to  fear, 
"  Nor  will  they  feek  his  Grace." 
%  What  ftrange  Self-flatfry  blinds  their  Eyes  I 
But  there's  an  hafVning  Hour, 
When  they  mall  fee  with  fore  Surprize* 
The  Terrors  of  thy  Pow'r. 
4.  Thy  Juftice  fhall  maintain  its  Throne, 
Tho'  Mountains  melt  away  ; 
Thy  Judgments  are  a  World  unknown, 
A  deep  unfathom'd  Sea. 

5  Above  thefe  Heav'ns  created  Rounds, 

Thy  Mercies,  Lord,  extend  ; 
Thy  Truth  out-lives  the  narrow  Bound?* 
Where  Time  and  Nature  end. 

6  Safety  to  Man  thy  Goodnefs  brings* 

Nor  overlooks  the  Beaft  : 
Beneath  the  Shadow  of  thy  Wings, 
Thy  Children  chufe  to  reft. 
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7   [From  Thee,  when  Creature-dreams  run  "low, 

And  mortal  Comforts  die, 
Perpetual  Springs  of  Life  fhall  flow, 

And  raife  our  Pleafures  high. 
Tho'  all  created  Light  decay, 

And  Death  clofe  up  our  Eyes, 
Thy  Prefence  makes  eternal  Day, 

Where  Clouds  can  never  rife.] 

Psalm  XXXVI.  i— 7.     Short  Metre. 
Hhe  Wickednefs  of  Man,  and  the  Majefty  of  G  O  D  ; 

or,  F  radical  Atheifm  expofed. 
j  TJT7  HEN   Man  grows  bold  in  Sin, 
*  ■       My  Heart  within  me  cries, 
"  He  hath  no  Faith  of  G  O  D  within , 
"  Nor  Fear  before  his  Eyej/y 
2.  [He  walks,  a  while  conceaFd, 
In  a  felf-flattYing  Dream, 
Till  his  dark  Crimes,  at  once  reveal'd, 
Expofe  his  hateful  Name.]  »    . 

3  His  Heart  is  falfe  and  foul, 

His  Words  are  fmooth  and  fair  ; 
Wifdom  is  baniuYd  from  his  Soul, 
And  leaves  no  Goodnefs  there. 

4  He  plots  upon  his  Bed, 

New  Mifchiefs  to  fulfil  ; 
He  fets  his  Heart,  and  Hand,  and  Head, 
To  praclife  all  that's  ill. 

5  But  there's  a  dreadful  God, 

Tho'  Men  renounce  his  Fear  ; 
His  Juttice  hid  behind  the  Cloud, 
Shall  one  gVeat  Day  appear. 

6  His  Truth  tranfcends  the  Sky, 

In  Heav'n  his  Mercies  dwell  ; 
Deep  as  the  Sea  his  Judgments  lie, 
His  Anger  burns  to  Hell. 
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7  How  excellent  his  Love, 

Whence-  all  our  Safety  fprings  ! 
O  never  let  my  Soul  remove 
Fjom  underneath  his  Wing!  ! 

Psalm  XXXVII.    i — 15.     Ttrfl  Part. 

The  Cure  of  Envy,  FretfuJnefs,  and  Unbelief  :  cr, 
'The  Rewards  of  the  Righteous  and  the  Wicked  :  or, 
The  World's  Hatred  and  the  Saints  Patience. 

1  T17  H  Y  ihould  I  vex  my  Soul,  and  fret, 

VV      To  fee  the  W icked  rile  ? 
Or  envy  Sinners,  waxing  great 
By  Violence  and  Lies  ? 

2  As  flow'ry  Grafs  cut  down  at  Noon, 

Before  the  Ev'ning  fades, 
So  (hall  their  Glories  vanifh  foon, 
In  everlafting  Shades. 

3  Then  let  me  make  the  Lord  my  Truff, 

And  pra&ife  ail  that's  good  5 
So  I  mail  dwell  among  the  Juft, 
And  Hell  provide  me  Food. 

4  I  to  my  God  my  Ways  commit, 

And  chearful  wait  his  Will  ; 
Thy  Hand,  which  guides  my  doubtful  Feet, 
Shall  my  Defires  fulfil. 
«;  Mine  Innocence  fhalt  thou  difplay, 
And  make  thy  Judgments  known, 
Fair  as  the  Light  of  dawning  Day, 
And  glorious  aj  the  Noon. 
6  The  Meek,  at  laft,  the  £atfh  poflefs , 
And  are  theJIen  s  of  Heav'n  ; 
True  Richer,  with  abundant  Peace, 
To  humble  Souls  are  g-iv'n. 
B 
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Pause. 

7  Reft  in  the  Loid,  and  keep  his  Way, 
Nor  let  your  Anger  rife, 
Tho"1  Providence  mould  long  delay, 
To  punilh  haughty  Vice. 
S  Let  Sinners  join  to  break  your  Peace, 
And  plot,  and  rage,  and  foam  j 
The  Loid  derides  them,   for  he  fees 
Their  Day  of  Vengeance  come. 
9  They  have  drawn  out  the  threatning  Sword, 
Have  bent  the  murdVous  Bow, 
To  ilay  the  Men  that  fear  the  Lord, 
And  bring  the  Righteous  low. 
io  My  God  fhall  break  their  Bows,  and  burn 
Their  perfecuting  Darts, 
Shall  their  own  Swords  againft  them  turn  j 
And  Pain  furprize  their  Hearts. 

Psalm  XXXVII.   16,  ai,  26—31.  Second  Part. 

Charity  to  the  Poor  :  or,  Religion  in  Words  and  Deeds \ 
1    117  H  Y  do  the  wealthy  Wicked  boaft, 
V  V       And  grow  profanely  bold  ? 
The  meaner!  Portion  of  the  jufl 
Excels  the  Sinners  Gold, 
a  The  Wicked  borrows  of  his  Friends, 
But  ne'er  defigns  to  pay  ; 
The  Saint  is  merciful  and  lends, 
Nor  turns  the  Poor  away. 

3  His  Alms,  with  libYal  Heart,  he  gives 

Amongft  the  Sons  of  i,eed  } 
His  Mem'ry  to  long  Ages  lives, 
And  blefled  is  his  Seed. 

4  His  Lips  abhor  to  talk  profane, 

To  {lander  or  defraud  $ 
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His  ready  Tongue  declares  to  Men, 

What  he  lias  learnM  of  God. 
$  The  Law  and  Gofpel  of  the  Lord, 

Deep  in  his  Heart  abide  ; 
Ltd  by  the  Spirit  and  the  Word, 

His  Feet  mall  never  flide. 
6  When  Sinners  fall,  the  Righteous  ftand, 

PrefeiVd  from  ev'ry  Snare, 
They  mall  poffefs  the  promised  Land, 

And  dwell  for  ever  there. 

Psalm   XXXVII.     23—37.     Third  Part. 
The  Way  and  End  of  the  Righteous  and  the  Wicked. 

1  TV  fi  Y  God,  the  Steps  of  pious  Men 
1VJ      Are  ordered  by  thy  Will  j 
Tho1  they  mould  fall  they  rife  again, 

Thy  Hand  fupports  them  dill. 

2  The  Lord  delights  to  fee  their  Ways, 

Their  Virtue  he  approves  : 
He'll  ne'er  deprive  them  of  his  Grace, 
Nor  leave  the  Men  he  loves. 

3  The  heav'nly  Heritage  is  theirs, 

Their  Portion  and  their  Home  : 
He  feeds  them  now,  and  makes  them  Heirs 
Cf  Bkuings  long  to  come. 
4.  Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  Sons  of  Men, 
Nor  fear  when  Tyrants  frown  ; 
Ye  mail  confefs  their  Pride  was  vain, 
When  juftiee  cads  them  down. 
Pause. 
5  The  haughty  Sinner  have  I  f.en, 
Not  fearing  Man  nor  God, 
Like  a  tall  Bay-tree  fair  and  green, 
Spreading  his  Arms  abroad. 
E  z 
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6  And  lo,  he  vanifh'd  from  the  Ground, 

Deftroy'd  by  Hands  unfeen  $ 
Nor  Root,  nor  Branch,   nor  Leaf  was  found, 
Where  all  that  Pride  had  been. 

7  But  mark  the  Man  of  Righteouih efs, 

His  fev'ral  Steps  attend  5 
True  Pleafure  runs  thro1  all  his  Ways, 
And  peaceful  is  his  End. 

Psalm  XXXVIII. 

Guilt  of  Confcience  and  Relief :  or,  Repentance  and 
Prayer  for  Pardon  and  Health. 

1  AMIDST  thy  Wrath  remember  Love, 
1 jL     Reftore  thy  Servant,  Lord, 

Nor  let  a  Fathers  CharVning  prove 
Like  an  Avenger's  Sword. 

2  Thine  Arrows  ftick  within  my  Heart, 

*  My  Flefh  is  forely  preft  ; 
Between  the  Sorrow  and  the  Smart, 
My  Spirit  finds  no  Reft. 

3  My  Sins  a  heavy  Load  appear, 

And  o'er  my  Head  are  gone  ; 
Too  heavy  they  for  me  to  bear, 
Too  hard  for  me  t 'atone. 

4  My  Thoughts  are  like  a  troubled  Sea, 

My  Head  ftill  bending  down  ; 
And  I  go  mourning  all  the  Day, 
Beneath  my  Father's  Frown. 

5  Lord,  I  am  weak,  and  broken  fore, 

None  of  my  Pow'rs  are  whole  ; 
The  inward  Anguifh  makes  me  roar, 
The  Anguifh  of  my  Soul. 

6  All  my  Defire  to  thee  is  known, 

Thine  Eye  counts  ev'ry  Tear; 
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And  ev'ry  Sigh,  and  evVy  Groan, 
Is  notic'd  by  thine  Ear. 

7  Then  art  my  God,  my  only  Hope  ; 

My  God  will  hear  mv  Cry, 
My  Gcd  will  hear  my  Spirit  up, 
When  Sqtan  bids  me  die. 

8  [My  Foot  is  ever  apt  to  fliue, 

My  Foes  rejoice  to  fee't ; 
They  raife  their  Pienfure  and  their  Pride, 
When  they  fupplant  my  Feet. 

9  But  111  confers  my  Guilt  to  Thee, 

And  grieve  for  all  my  Sin  ; 
I'll  mourn,  how  weak  my  Graces  be, 
And  beg  Support  Divine. 
io  My  God,  forgive  my  Follies  parr, 
And  be  for  ever  nigh  ; 
O  Lord  of  my  Salvation  hafte, 
Before  thy  Servant  die  !] 

P  s  a  L  m  XXXIX.   i,  2,   3.  FirJI  Part. 

Watchfulnefs  over  the  Tongue  :  or,  Prude?ice  cuid  Zeal. 

i   flpHUS  I  refolvM  before  the  Lord, 
X.       "  New  will  I  w3tch  my  Tongue, 
«  Left  I  let  flip  one  (infill  Word, 
<c   Or  do  my  Neighbour  Wrong/'    . 

2  And  if  I'm  e'er  conitrain'd  lo  flay 

With  Men  of  Lives  profane, 
HI  let  a  double  Guard  that  Day, 
Nor  let  my  talk  be  vain. 

3  Fll  fcarce  allow  my  Lips  to  fpeak 

The  pious  Thoughts  I  feel, 
Left  Scoffers  fhould  tlr  Occafion  take, 
To  mock  my  hoty  Zeal. 

E  3 
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4  Yet  if  fome  proper  Hour  appear, 
I'll  not  be  over-awM, 
But  let  the  fcofHng  Sinner  hear, 

That  I  can  fpeak  for  God. 
Psalm   XXXIX.    4,  5,  6,  7.    Second  Part. 
The  Vanity  cf  Man  as  mortal. 
1  >Tp  EACH  me  the  Meafure  of  my  Days, 
X       Thou  Maker  cf  my  Frame  ; 
I  would  furvey  Life's  narrow  Space, 
And  learn  how  frail  I  am. 
1  A  Span  is  ail  that  we  can  bo  aft, 
An  Inch  or  two  of  Time  j 
Man  is  but  Vanity  and  Dull, 
In  all  his  Flow'r  and  Prime. 

3  See  the  vain  Race  cf  Mortals  move, 

Like  Shadows  o"er  the  Plain  ; 
They  rage  and  ilrive,  deiire  and  love, 
But  ail  the  Noife  is  vain. 

4  Some  walk  in  Honour's  gaudy  Show, 

Some  dig  for  golden  Ore, 
They  toil  for  Heirs,  they  know  not  who, 
And  ftrait  are  fccn  no  more. 

5  What  mould  I  wifh,  or  wait  for  then, 

From  Creatures,  Earth  and  Duft  ? 
They  make  our  Expectations  vain, 
And  difappoint  our  Tmft. 

6  Now  I  forbid  my  carnal  Hope, 

My  fond  Defires  recal  ; 
I  g've  my  mortal  Infrelt  up, 
And  make  my  God  my  All. 
Psalm   XXXK.    9—13.    Third  Part. 
Sick  Bed  Devotion  :  or,  Pleading  without  Repining* 
1    /^l  O  D  of  my  Life,  lcok  gently  down, 
VJT     Behold  the  Pains  I  feel  j 
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But  I  am  dumb  before  thy  Throne, 
Nor  dare  difpute  thy  Will. 

Difeafes  are  thy  Servants,  Lord, 

They  come  at  thy  Command  ; 
I'll  not  attempt  a  murm'ring  Word, 

Againit  thy  chafFningHand. 

Yet  may  I  plead  with  humble  Cries, 

"   Remove  thy  fharp  Rebukes    " 
My  Strength  confumes,   my  Spirit  dies, 

Thro"  thy  repeated  Strokes. 
Crufh'd  as  a  Moth  beneath  thy  Hand, 

We  moulder  to  the  Duft  \ 
Our  feeble  Pcw'rs  can  ne'er  withstand, 

And  ail  our  Beauty's  loft. 
[This  mortal  Life  decays  apace, 

How  foon  the  Bubble's  broke  ! 
Adam  and  all  his  num'rous  Race 

Are  Vanity  and  Smoke. 
Pm  but  a  Sojourner  below, 

As  all  my  Fathers  were  j 
May  I  be  well  prepared  to  go, 

When  I  the  Summons  hear. 
But  if  my  Life  be  fpar\l  a  while, 

Before  my  laft  Remove, 
Thy  Praife  fliall  be  my  Bufmefs  (till, 

And  Pll  declare  thy  Love. 

Psalm  XL.     i,  2,  3,   5,  17.     Firft  Part. 
Common  Metre. 

A  Song  of  Deliverance  /rem  great  Dijlrefs. 

1  Waited  patient  for  the  Lord, 
He  bow'd  to  hear  my  C  ry  j 
He  faw  me  refting  on  his  Word, 
And  brought  Salvation  nigh* 
E  4 
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s  He  raised  me  from  a  horrid  Pit, 
Where  mourning  long  I  lr-v, 
And  from  my  Bonds  releas'd  my  Feet, 
Beep  Bonds  of  miry  Clay. 
3  Firm  on  a  Rock  he  made  me  ftar.d, 
And  taught  my  chearful  Tongue, 
To  pi*aife  the  Wonders  of  his  Hand, 
In  a  new  thankful  Song. 
4.  Ill  fpread  his  Works  cf  Grace  abroad  5 
The  Saints  with  Joy  mall  hear, 
And  Sinners  learn  to  make  my  God, 
Their  only  Hope  and  Fear. 

5  How  many  are  thy  Thoughts  of  Love  ! 

Thy  Mercies,  Lord,  how  great ! 
We  have  not  Words  nor  Hours  enough, 
Their  Numbers  to  repeat. 

6  When  Fm  afflicted,  poor  and  low, 

And  Light  and  Peace  depart, 
My  God  beholds  my  heavy  Woe, 
And  bears  me  on  his  Heart. 
P  s  a  l  m  XL.  6— 9.  Second  Part.  Common  Metre, 
The  Incarnation  and  Sacrifice  c/Xhriit. 

1  *~p  H  U  S  faith  the  Lord,  "  Your  Work  is  vain, 

1       "  Give  your  Bumt-ofTrings  o'er, 
"  In  dying  Goats  and  Bullocks  (lain 
"  My  Soul  delights  no  more. 

2  Then  fpake  the  Saviour,   "   Lo>  Vm  htr-e^ 

"  My  GOD,  to  do  thy  Will ; 
"  Whatever  thy  finer  ed  Books  declwc, 

".  Thy  Servant  jh all 'fulfil. 
1   <(  Thy  Law  is  ever  in  wy  Sight , 

"   /  keep  it  near  my  Heart  : 
"  Mine  lyes  are  open V with  Delight* 

"   To  what  thy  lips  impart T 


P  S  A  L  M    XL.  81 

4.  And  fee,  the  blefs'd  Redeemer  comes, 
Th1  Eternal  Son  appears, 
And,  at  th'  appointed  Time,  afTumes 
The  Body  God  prepares. 

5  Much  he  reveal'd  his  Father's  Grace, 

And  much  his  Truth  he  fhew'd, 
And  preach'd  the  Way  of  Righteoufnefs, 
Where  gi eat  Afiemblies  Hood. 

6  His  Father's  Honour  touch'd  his  Heart, 

He  pity'd  Sinners  Cries, 
And,  to  fulfil  a  Saviour's  Parr, 
Was  made  a  Sacrifice. 

Pa  use. 

7  No  Blood  of  Beads,  en  Altars  feed, 

Could  wain  the  Confcience  clean  j 
But  the  rich  Sacrifice  he  paid 
Atones  for  all  cur  Sir. 

8  Then  was  the  great  Salvation  fpread, 

And  Satans  Kingdom  (hook  5 
Thu?,  by  the  Woman's  promised  Seed, 
The  Serpent's  Head  was  broke. 

Psalm  XL.  5 — 10.  Long  Metre. 

Chrift  our  Sacrifice. 
1   JT^HE  Wonders,  Lord,  thy  Love  has  wrought, 
X     Exceed  ourPraife,  furmount  our  Thought  \ 
Should  I  attempt  the  long  Detail, 
My  Speech  would  faint,  my  Numbers  fail, 
a  No  Blood  of  Beafts,  on  Altars  fpilt, 

Can  cleanfe  the  Souls  of  Men  from  Guilt  5 
But  thou  haft  fet  before  our  Eyes, 
An  all-furHcient  Sacrifice. 

3  Lo  !  thine  eternal  Son  appears, 
To  thy  Defigns  he  bows  his  Ears  ; 
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AfTumcs  a  Eody  well  preparM, 
And  well  performs  a  Woric  Co  hard. 

4  "  Behold  I  come,"  (the  Saviour  cries, 
With  Love  and  Duty  in  his  Eyes) 

*'  I  ccrac  to  bear  the  heavy  Load 

"  Of  Sms,  and  do  thy  Will,  my  God. 

5  "  'Tis  written  in  thy  great  Decree, 
"  'Tis  in  thy  Book  foretold  of  Me, 
u  I  mu If  fulfil  the  Saviour's  Part ; 

"  And  lo !   thy  Law  is  in  my  Heart. 

6  "   I'll  magnify  thy  holy  Law, 

c<  And  Rebels  to  Obedience  draw, 
"  When  on  my  Crofs  I'm  lifted  high, 
"  Or  to  my  Crown  above  the  Sky. 

7  u  The  Spirit  mail  defcend  and  mow, 

t(  What  thou  haft  done,  and  what  I  do  j 
Ct  The  wondring  World  mall  learn  thy  Grace, 
'*  Thy  Wifdom  and  thy  Righteoufnefs." 
Psalm    XLL     i,  2,  3. 
Charity  to  tie  Poor  :  or,  Pity  to  the  Afflifiect. 

2  TJ  L  E  S  T  is  the  Man  whole  Bowels  move, 
JL>  And  melt  with  Pity  to  the  Poor, 
Whole  Soul,  by  fympathizing  Love, 

Feels  what  his  Fellow-Saints  endure, 
a     His  Heart  contrives,  for  their  Relief, 
More  Good  than  his  own  Hands  can  do  j 
He,  in  the  Time  of  gen'ral  Grief, 
Shall  find  the  Lord  has  Bowels  too. 

3  His  Soul  mail  live  fecure  on  Earth, 
With  fecret  Bleflings  on  his  Head, 

When  Drought,  andPeftilence,  and  Dearth, 
Around  him  multiply  their  Dead. 
4.     Or,  if  he  languilh  on  his  Couch, 
God  will  pronounce  his  Sins  forgiv'n, 
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Will  fave  him  with  a  healing  Touch, 
Or  take  his  willing  Soul  to  Heav'n. 

Psalm    XLII.    1—5.     Firf  Part. 

Defertion  and  Hope  :  or,  Complaint  of  Abfence  from 

public  Worjhip. 
1   TT7  I  T  H  earneft  Longings  of  the  Mind, 
V  V       My  God,  to  Thee  I  look  ; 
So  pants  the  hunted  Hart  to  find, 
And  tafte  the  cooling  Brook, 
a  When  (hall  I  fee  thy  Courts  of  Grace, 
And  meet  my  God  again  ? 
So  long  an  Abfence  from  thy  Face, 
My  Heart  endures  with  Pain. 

3  Temptations  vex  my  weary  Soul, 

And  Tears  are  my  Repaft  j 
The  Foe  in f  Its  without  Controul, 
"  And  where  s  your  GOD  at  laji  T* 

4  "Tis  with  a  mournful  Pleafure,  now, 

I  think  on  ancient  Da^s  : 
Then,  to  thy  Houfe  did  Numbers  go, 
And  all  our  Work  was  Praife. 

5  But  why,  my  Soul,  funk  down  fo  far 

Beneath  this  heavy  Load  ? 
Why  do  my  Thoughts  indulge  Defpair, 
And  fin  againft  my  God  ? 

6  Hope  in  the  Lord,  whole  mighty  Hand 

Can  all  thy  Woes  remove  : 
For  I  fhall  yet  before  him  (land, 
And  fing  reftoring  Love. 

Psalm  XLII.  6— 11.  Second  Part. 
Melancholy  Thoughts  reproved  :  or,  Hope  in  Afflicliotu 
1   A  /f  Y  Spirit  finks  within  me,  Lord, 
XV Jl  But  I, will  call  thy  Name  to  mind. 
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And  Times  of  paft  Diftrefs  record, 
When  I  have  found  my 'Got)  was  kind, 
a     Huge  Troubles,  with  tumultuous  Noife, 
Swell  like  a  Sea,  and  round  me  fpread  ; 
Thy  Water-fpouts  drown  all  my  joys, 
And  rifmg  Waves  roll  o'er  my  Head, 

3  Yet  will  -the  Lord  command  his  Love, 
When  I  addrefs  .his  Throne  by  Day, 
Nor  in  the  Night  his  Grace  remove  $ 
The  Night  mall  hear  me  iing  and  pray. 

4  1*11  call:  myfelf  before  his  Feet, 

And  fay,  "  My  GOD,  my  hea-Snly  Rock, 

"  Why  doth  thy  Love  fc  long  forget 

"  'The  Soul  that  groans  beneath  thy  Stroke  f 

5  I'll  chicle  my  Heart,  that  finks  ib  low  : 
Why  mould  my  Soul  indulge  her  Grief  ?     . 
Hope  in  the  Lord,  aud.pi  aiie  him  too  5 

He  is  my  Reft,  my  fure  Relief. 

6  Thy  Light  and  Truth  mail  guide  me  ftill, 
Thy  Word  mail  my  belt  Thoughts  employ, 
And  lead  me  to  thine  heav'nly  Hill, 

My  God,  my  moft  exceeding  Joy. 

Psalm     XLIV.     i,  2,  3,  ■?,  15 — 26. 
The  -Church's  Complaint  in  Perfection. 

1  T      ORD,  we  have  heard  thy  Works  df  old, 
jL/     Thy  Works  of  Pow'r  and  Grace, 
When  to  our  Ears  cur  Fathers  told 

The  Wonders  of  their  Days. 

2  How  thou  didft  build  thy  Churches  h«re, 

And  make  thy  Gofpel  known  j 
Amongft  them  did  thine  Arm  appear, 
Thy  Light  and  Glory  fhofle. 

3  In  God  they -boafted  all  the  Day, 

And  in  a  chearfol  Throng 
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Did  Thouilmds  meet  to  praiie,  and  pray; 
And  Grace  was  all  their  Song. 

4.  But  now,  our  Souls  are  feiz'd  with  Shame, 
Confufion  fills  our  Face, 
To  hear  the  Enemy  blafpheme, 
And  Fools  reproach  thy  Grace. 

5  Yet  have  we  not  forgot  our  God, 

Nor  falfely  dealt  with  Heav'n, 
Nor  have  our  Steps  declined  the  Road 
Of  Duty  thou  haft  giv'n  ; 

6  Tho'  Dragons  all  around  us  roar 

With  their  deftructive  Breath, 
And  thine  own  Hand  has  bruisM  us  fore, 
Hard  by  the  Gates  of  Death. 

Pause. 

7  We  are  exposed  all  Day  to  die, 

As  Martyrs  for  thy  Caufe, 
As  Sheep  for  Slaughter  bound  T/e  lie, 
By  (harp  and  bloody  Lav/s. 
S   Awake,   nrife,  Almighty  Lord, 
Why  fieeps  thy  wonted  Grace  ? 
Why  mould  we  look  like  Men  abhorr'd, 
Or  banifiYd  from  thy  Face  ? 
5  Wilt  thou  for  ever -ca ft  us  off, 
And  ftill  neglect  our  Cries  ? 
For  ever  hide  thine  heav'nly  Love, 
From  our  affii&ed  Eyes  ? 
2  0  Down  to  the  Duft  our  Soul  is  bow'd, 
And  dies  upon  the  Ground  5 
Rife  for  our  Help,  rebuke  the  Proud^ 
And  all  their  PowVs  confound. 
j  1   Redeem  us  from  perpetual  Shame, 
Our  Saviour  and  our  God  t 
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We  plead  the  Honours  of  thy  Name, 
The  Merits  of  thy  Blood/ 

Psalm    XLV.   Firfl  Part.    Short  Metre. 

<The  Glory  0/Chrifr;  the  Succefs  of  the  Go/pel)  and 
the  Gentile  Church . 

l   "Ji  /T  Y  Saviour  and  my  King, 
XVJL     Thy  Beauties  are  divine  ; 
Thy  Lips  with  Blefiings  overflow, 
And  ev'ry  Grace  is  thine, 
a  Now  make  thy  Glory  known, 
Gird  on  thy  dreadful  Sword,. 
And  ride  in  Majefty  to  fpread 
The  Conqueits  or  thy  Word. 
3  Strike  through  thy  ftubborn  Foes, 
Or  melt  their  Hearts  t'  obey, 
While  Juftice,  Meeknefs,  Grace  and  Trutk, 
Attend  thy  glorious  Way. 
4.  Thy  Laws,  O  God,   are  right  5 
Thy  Throne  mall  ever  ftand  ; 
And.  thy  victorious  Gofpel  proves 
A  Sceptre  in  thy  Hand. 

5  [Thy  Father  and  thy  God, 

Hath  without  Meaiure  flied- 
His  Spirit,  like  a  joyful  Oil, 
T'  anoint  thy  facred  Head.] 

6  [Behold j   at  thy  right  Hand 

The  Gentile  Church  is  feen, 
Like  a  fair  Bride  in  rich  Attire, 
And  Princes  guard  the  Queen.} 

7  Fair  Bride,  receive  his  Love, 

Forget  thy  Father's  Houfe  ; 
Forfake  thy  Gods,  thy  Idol  Gods,, 
And  pay  thy  Lord  thy  Vows. 
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8  O  let  thy  GoD  and  King, 

Thy  fweetett  Thoughts  employ  ! 
Thy  Children  mall  his  Honours  Ting 
In  Palaces  of  Joy. 

Psalm  XLV.  Common  Metre. 
^TJje  per/anal  Glories  and  Government  of  Chrift. 

i   T  -L  L  fpeak  the  Honours  of  my  King, 
A     His   Form  divinely  fair  j 
None  of  the  Sons  of  mortal  Race 
May  with  the  Lord  compare. 

2  Sweet  is  thy  Speech,  and  heav'nly  Grace 

Upon  thy  Lips  is  filed  ; 
Thy  God,  with  Bleffings  infinite, 
Hath  crownM  thy  (acred  Head. 

3  Gird  on  thy  Sword,   victorious  Prince, 

Ride  with  majeitic  Sway  ; 
Thy  Terror  mall  ftrike  thro'  thy  Foes, 

And  make  the  World  obey. 
4.  Thy  Throne,  O  God,  for  ever  (lands  j, 

Thy  Word  of  Grace  mall  prove 
A  peaceful  Sceptre  in  thy  Hands, 

To  rule  thy  Saints  by  Love. 
5  Juftice  and  Truth  attend  thee  ftill, 

But  Mercy  is  thy  Choice ; 
And  God,  thy  God,  thy  Soul  mail  fill 

With  moft  peculiar  Joys. 

Psalm  XLV.  Firji  Part.  Long  Metre. 

the  Glory  of  Chrift,  and  Power  of  his  GojpeL 

i   "^7  O  W  be  my  Heart  infpir'd  to  fing 
JL^I    The  Glories  of  my  Saviour-King, 
Jefus  the  Lord  j  how  heav'nly  fair 
His  Form  !  how  bright  his  Beauties  are  I 
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a     O'er  all  the  Sons  of  human  Race 

He  fhines  with  a  fuperior  Grace, 

Love  from  his  Lips  divinely  flows, 

And  Bleffings  all  his  State  compote. 

3  Drefs  thee  in  Arms,  mofc  mighty  Lord, 
Gird  on  the  Terror  of  thy  Sword, 

In  Majefty  and  Glory  ride, 

With  Truth  and  Meeknefs  at  thy  Side. 

4  Thine  Anger,  like  a  pointed  Dart, 
Shall  pierce  the  Foes  of  ftubborn  Heart  : 
Or  Words  of  Mercy,  kind  and  fweet, 
Shall  meit  the  Rebels  at  thy  Feet. 

5  Thy  Throne,  O  God,  for  ever  ftands, 
Grace  is  the  Sceptre  in  thy  Hands  ; 
Thy  Laws  and  Works  are  juft  and  right, 
Juiiice  and  Grace  are  thy  Delight. 

6  God,  thine  own  God,  has  richly  flied 
His  Oil  of  Gladnefs  on  thy  Head, 

And  with  his  i acred  Spirit  bleil 
His  flrft-born  Son  above  the  reft. 

Psalm  XLV.  Second  Part.  Long  Metre. 
Chi  i  ft  and  his  Church  :  or,  'The  my  ft  ical  Marriage. 
i   ?~r\  H  E  King  of  Saints,  how  fair  his  Face, 
X     Adorn'd  with  Majefty  and  Grace  I 
He  comes  with  BlefTings  from  above, 
And  wins  the  Nations  to  his  Love. 

2  At  his  Right-hand  our  Eyes  behold 
The  Queen  array'd  in  pureft  Gold  : 
The  World  admires  her  heav'nly  Drefs, 
Her  Robe  of  Joy  and  Righteoulhefs. 

3  He  forms  her  Beauties  like  his  own, 
He  calls  and  feats  her  near  his  Throne  : 
Fair  Stranger,  let  thine  Heart  forget 
The  Idols  of  thy  native  State. 
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4  So  mail  the  King  the  more  rejoice 
In  thee,  the  Favorite  of  his  Choice  ; 
Let  him  be  lov'd,  and  yet  adcr'd, 
For  he's  thy  Maker  and  thy  Lord. 

5  O  happy  Hour,  when  thou  (halt  rife 
To  his  fair  Palace  in  the  Skies, 

And  all  thy  Sons  (a  numerous  Train) 
Each  like  a  Prince  in  Glcry  reign  I 

6  Let  endleis  Honours  crown  his  Head  ; 
Let  evYy  Age  his  Praife3  ipread ; 
While  we,  with  chearrul  Songs,  appiovc 
The  Condefcenfions  of  his  Love. 

Psalm     XLVL     Firjl  Part. 

Ihe   Churclis   Safety   and  Triumph   among  national 
Dcfolailo?js. 

i   (^  O  D  is  the  Refuge  of  his  Saints, 

VjT  When  Storms  of  (harp  Diftrcls  invade  5 
Ere  we  can  offer  our  Complaints, 
Behold  him  preient  with  his  Aid. 

2  Let  Mountains  frcm  their  Seats  be  huiTd, 
Down  :o  the  Deep,  and  buried  there  5 
Ccr.vulfions  fliake  the  iblid  World, 

Cur  Faith  (hall  never  yield  to  Fear, 

3  Loud  may  the  rrcubied  Ocean  roar, 

.acred  Peace  oOr  Souls  abide, 
Nation,  ev'ry  Shore, 
x  rembles,  and  dreads  \\v.  fweil&g  Tide. 

4  There  is  a  Stream,  whofe  gentle  Flow 
Applies  the  City  of  our  God  ; 

Lite,  Love,  and  Joy  ftiil  gliding  thro', 
Arid  wafijng  our  divine  Abode. 

5  That  facred  Strewn,  thine  holy  Wcrd, 
That  all  cur  raging  Ftar  conir-juls  ; 
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Sweet  Peace  thy  Promifes  afford, 
And  give  new  Strength  to  fainting  Souls. 

6     Slon  enjoys  her  Monarch's  Lov^, 
Secure  againft  a  threatning  Hour  ; 
Nor  can  her  firm  Foundations  move, 
Built  on  his  Truth,   and  arm'd  with  Pow'r. 

Psalm     XLVI.      Second    Part. 

GOD  fights  for  his  Church. 

1  1       E  T  Sion  in  her  King  rejoice, 

I  J  Tho'  Tyrants  rage,  and  Kingdoms  rife  ; 
He  utters  his  Almighty  Voice* 
The  Nations  melt,  the  Tumult  dies, 

2  The  Lord  of  old  for  Jacob  fought, 
And  JacoFs  God  is  Mill  our  Aid  ; 
Behold  the  Works  his  Hand  has  wrought, 
What  Deiblations  he  has  made. 

3  From  Sea  to  Sea,  thro"  all  the  Shores., 
He  makes  the  Noife  of  Battles  ceafe  $ 
When  from  on  high  his  Thunder  roars, 
He  awes  the  trembling  World  to  Peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  Bow,   he  cuts  the  Spear, 
Chariots  he  burns  with  heav'nly  Flame  ; 
Keep  Silence  all  the  Earth,  and  hear 
The  Sound  and  Glory  of  his  Name. 

5  "  Be  Hill,  and  learn  that  I  am  Go D  ; 
'•  I'll  be  exalted  o'er  the  Lands, 

"  I  will  be  known  and  fear'd  abroad, 
"  But  ftill  my  Throne  in  Sion  (rands." 

6  O  Lord  of  Hofts,  Almighty  King  ! 
While  we  fo  near  thy  Prelence  dwell, 
Our  Faith  (hall  fit  fecure,  and  fmg 
Defiance  to  the  Gates  of  Hell. 
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Psalm   XLVII. 

Chrift  Afcending  and  Reign'mg* 
1    /~\  For  a  Shout  of  facred  Joy 

V-/     To  God  the  Sov'reign  King  ! 
Let  ev'ry  Land  their  Tongues  employ, 
And  Hymns  of  Triumph  fing. 
z  Jefus,  our  God,  afcends  on  high  ; 
His  heav'niy  Guards,  around, 
Attend  him  rifing  thro'  the  Sky, 
With  Trumpet's  joyful  Sound. 

3  While  Angels  fhout  and  praife  their  King, 

Let  Mortals  learn  their  Strains  ; 

Let  all  the  Earth  his  Honours  fing  ; 

O'er  all  the  Earth  he  reisms. 
«j 

4  Rehearfe  his  Praife  with  Awe  profound, 

Let  Knowledge  lead  the  Song, 
Nor  mock  him  with  a  folemn  Sound, 
Upon  a  thoughtlefs  Tongue. 

5  In  IjVel  flood  his  ancient  Throne, 

He  lov'd  that  chofen  Race  5 
But  now  he  calls  the  World  his  own, 
And  Heathens  tafte  his  Grace. 

6  The  Briiijh  Iflancls  are  the  Lord's, 

There  Abrahams  God  is  known,; 
While  Pow'rs  and  Princes,  Shields  and  Swords, 
Submit  before  his  Throne. 

Psalm  XLVIII.  j— 8.     Firft  Part. 

The  Church  is  the  Honour  and  Safety  of  a  Natisn. 

1  [/""^  RE  A  T  is  the  Lord  our  God, 

VJT     And  let  his  Praife  be  great  ; 
He  makes  his  Churches  his  Abode, 
His  moft  delightful  Seat. 

2  Thefe  Temples  of  his  Grace, 

How  beautiful  they  ftand  ! 
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The  Honours  of  our  native  Place, 

And  Bulwarks  of  our  Land.] 

3  In  Sion  God  is  known 

A  Refuge  in  Diftrefs  ; 
How  bright  has  his  Salvation  flione, 
Thro'  all  !ut  Palaces  ! 

4  When  Kings  againft  her  join'd, 

And  faw  the  Lord  was  there, 
In  wild  Confuiion  of  the  Mind, 
They  fled  with  hafty  Fear. 

5  When  Navies  tall  and  proud, 

Attempt  to  fpoil  our  Peace, 
He  fends  his  Tempeil  roaring  loud, 
And  finks  them  in  the  Seas. 

6  Oft  have  our  Fathers  told, 

Our  Eyes  have  often  feen, 
How  well  our  God  fecures  the  Fold, 
Where  his  own  Sheep  have  been. 

7  In  ev'ry  new  Diftrefs, 

We'll  to  his  Houfe  repair  ; 
We'll  think  upon  his  wondrous  Grace, 
And  feek  Deliverance  there. 

Psalm  XLVIJI.    io — 14.  Second  Part, 

'The  Beauty  of  the  Church  :  or,  Go/pel  Worfiip  and 
Grdjr. 

1    ft  /  A  R  as  thy  Name  is  known, 
I1       The  WoriJ  declares  thy  Praife  ; 
Thy  Saints,  O  L-  rd,  before  thy  Tiuone, 
Their  Songs  of  Honour  raiic. 
s  With  Joy  lei  Jtidah  Hand 
On  Sioz/s  choien  Hill, 
Proclaim  the  Wonders  of  thy  Hand* 
And  Counfcls  of  thy  Will. 
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3  Let  Strangers  walk  around 

The  City  where  we  dwell  ; 
Compafs  and  view  thine  holy  Ground, 
And  mark  the  Building  well, 

4  The  Orders  of  thy  Houfe, 

The  Worfliip  of  thy  Court, 
The  chearful  Songs,  the  (blemn  Vows, 
And  make  a  fair  Report. 

5  Plow  decent  and  how  wife  ! 

How  gloiious  to  behold  ! 
Beyond  the  Pomp  that  charms  the  Eyes, 
And  Rites  adorn 'd  with  Gold. 

6  The  God  we  worfhip  now, 

Will  guide  us  till  we  die. 
Will  be  our  God  while  here  below, 
And  ours  above  the  Sky. 

Psalm  XLIX.   6—14.    Fir/}  Part.  Com.  Metre. 
Pride  and  Death  :    or,  The  Vanity  of  Life  and  Riches, 

1  \I7HY  doth  the  Man  of  Riches  grow 
r  V  V       To  Infclence  and  Pride, 

To  fee  his  Wealth  and  Honours  How, 
With  evYy  riling  Tide  ? 

2  [Why  doth  he  treat  the  Poor  with  Scorn, 

Made  of  the  felf-iame  Clay, 
And  boaft  as  tho'  his  Flem  was  b:m 
Of  better  Duft  than  they  :] 

3  Not  all  his  Treasures  can  procure 

His  Soul  a  fhort  Reprieve, 
Redeem  from  Death  one  guilty  Hour, 
Or  make  his  Brother  live. 

4  [Life  is  a  BierTing  can't  be  fold, 

The  Ranfom  is  too  high  ,- 
J 11  ltice  wiil  ne'er  be  brib'd  with  Gold, 
That  M;n  m-.y  never  die.] 
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5<KHe  fees  the  Brutifh  and  the  Wile, 

The  TinVrous  and  the  Brave, 
Quit  their  PofTeflions,  ciofe  their  Eyes, 

And  haften  to  the  Grave. 

6  Yet  'tis  his  inward  Thought  and  Pride, 

"  My  Houfe  fhall  ever  itand  5 
"  And  that  my  Name  may  long  abide, 
"  I'll  give  it  to  my  Land." 

7  Vain  are  his  Thoughts,  his  Hopes  are  loft, 

How  foon  his  Meirfry  dies ! 

His  Name  is  written  in  the  Duft, 

Where  his  own  Carcafe  lies. 

Pause. 

8  This  is  the  Folly  of  their  Way  ; 

And  yet  their  Sons,  as  vain, 
Approve  the  Words  their  Fathers  fay, 
And  act  their  Works  again. 

9  Men  void  of  Wifdom  and  of  Grace, 

If  Honour  raife  them  high, 
Live  like  the  Beaft,  a  thoughtlefs  Race, 
And  like  the  Beaft,  they  die. 

10  [Laid  in  the  Grave  like  filly  Sheep, 

Death  feeds  upon  them  there, 
Till  the  laft  Trumpet  breaks  their  Sleep, 
In  Terror  and  Defpair.] 

Psalm    XLIX.  14,  15.  Second  Part. 
Common  Metre. 
Death  and  the  RefurreSlion. 
*  °\T  E   Sons  of  Pride  that  hate  the  Juft, 
JL        And  trample  on  the  Poor, 
When  Death  has  brought  you  down  to  Duft, 
Your  Pomp  fhall  rife  no  more. 

a  The  laft  great  Day  fhall  change  the  Scent ; 
When  will  that  Hour  appear  ? 


PSALM    XLIX.  95 

When  fha'l  the  Juft.  revive,  and  ivign 

O'er  all  lhat  icorn'd  them  here  ? 
God  will  my  naked  Soul  receive, 
When  fep'rate  from  the  Flefh  ; 
And  break  the  Priibn  of  the  Grave, 
To  raife  my  Bones  afrefn. 
[.  Heav  n  is  my  everlafiing  Home, 
Th"  Inheritance  is  mre  ; 
Let  Men  of  Pride  their  Rage  refume, 
But  f  11  repine  no  more. 

Psalm    XLIX.    Long  Metre. 
the  rich  Sinner  s  Death ,  and  the  Sainfs  Refurreflion* 

WH  Y  do  the  Proud  infult  the  Poor, 
And  boaft  the  large  Eftates  they  have  ? 
How  vain  are  Riches,  to  f  ecu  re 
Their  haughty  Owners,   from  the  Grave  ! 

They  can't  reedem  one  Hour  from  Death, 
With  all  the  Wealth  in  which  they  truft  j 
Noi  give  a  dying  Brother  Breath, 
When  God  commands  him  down  to  Duft. 

There  the  dark  Earth  and  difmal  Shade, 
Shall  ciafp  their  naked  Bodies  round  ; 
That  Flem,  fo  delicately  fed, 
Lies  cold,  and  moulders  in  the  Ground. 

Like  thoughtleis  Sheep  the  Sinner  dies, 
Laid  in  the  Grave  for  Worms  to  eat 
The  Saints  mall  in  the  Morning  rife, 
And  find  th'  Oppreftbr  at  their  Feet. 

His  Honours  perffh  in  the  Duft, 
And  Pomp,  and  Beauty,   Birth,  and  Blood  : 
That  glorious  Day  exalts  the  Juft, 
To  full  Dominion  o'er  the  Proud. 

My  Saviour  mall  my  Life  reftore, 
And  raife  me  from  my  dark  Abode  : 
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My  Fleili  and  Soul  mail  part  no  more, 
But  dwell  for  ever  near  my  God. 

Psalm  L.  Fir/}  Part.  Common  Metre. 
The  laji  Judgment :  or,  The  Saints  rewarded* 
I   f  |^H  E  Lord,  the  Judge,  before  his  Throne, 
A       Bids  the  whole  Earth  draw  nigh, 
The  Nations  near  the  rifing  Sun, 
And  near  the  Weftern  Sky. 
a  No  more  mall  bold  Blafphemers  /ay, 
"  Judgmentjhallne'er  begin  f% 
No  more  abufe  his  long  Delay, 
To  Impudence  tnd  Sin. 

3  ThronM  on  a  Cloud  our  God  mall  come,  m 

Bright  Flames  prepare  his  Way, 
Thunder  and  Darknefs,  Fire  and  Storm, 
Lead  on  the  dreadful  Day. 

4  Heav'n  from  above  his  Call  mail  hear, 

Attending  Angels  come, 
And  Earth  and  Hell  mall  know,  and  fea**, 

His  Juilice  and  their  Doom. 
r  iC  But  gather  all  my  Saints  (he  cries) 

"  That  made  their  Fcace  with  God, 
<f  By  the  Redeemer's  Sacrifice, 

"  And  feal'd  it  with  his  Blood. 

6   «   Their  Faith  and  Works,  brought  forth  to  Lightr 
u   Shall  make  the  World  confeis 
"  My  Sentence  of  Reward  is  right, 
"  And  Heav'n  adore  my  Grace." 

Psalm  L.  8,  io,  n,  14,  1 5,  13.  Second  Fart. 

Common  Metre. 

Obedience  is  better  than  Sacrifice. 

X  rip  H  US  faith  the  Lord,  "  The  fpacious  Fields, 

JL,      "  And  flocks,  and  Heidi  are  mine, 

i 


U 
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"  O'er  all  the  Cattle  of  the  Hills, 

"   I  claim  a  Ri^ht  divine. 
"   I  afk  no  Sheep  tor  Sacrifice, 

"  Nor  Bullocks  burnt  with  Fire  * 
"  To  hope  and  love,  to  pray  and  praife, 

"  Is  all  that  I  require. 
"  Call  upon  Me  when  Trouble's  near, 

"  My  Hand  mall  fet  thee  free  ; 
"  Then  mall  thy  thankful  Lips  declare 

"  The  Honour  due  to  Me. 
w  The  Man  that  offers  humble  Praife, 
He  glorifies  me  beft  : 

And  thofe,  that  tread  my  holy  Ways, 
Shall  my  Salvation  talle." 

Psalm   L.  i,  5,  8,  16,  21,  22.  Third  Part^ 
Common  Metre. 

The  Judgment  of  Hypocrites. 

1  TT7  HEN  Cbrifl  to  Judgment  mail  defcend.- 
V  V       And  Saints  furround  their  Lord, 
He  calls  the  Nations  to  attend, 
And  hear  his  awful  Word. 

i  "  Not  for  the  Want  of  Bullocks  (lain, 
"  Will  I  the  World  reprove  j 
"  Altars  and  Rites,  and  Forms  are  vain, 
c<  Without  the  Fire  of  Love. 
3  "  And  what  have  Hypocrites  to  do, 
"  To  bring  their  Sacrifice  .* 
"  They  call  my  Statutes  juft  and  true^, 
u  But  deal  in  Theft  and  Lies. 
4.  "  Could  you  expeel:  to  Tcape  my  Sight, 
"  And  fin  without  Controul  ? 
<(  But  I  mall  bring  your  Crimes  to  Ligh^' 
11  With  AnguiJh  in  your  Soul/1 
P 
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5  Conftder  ye,  that  flight  the  Lord, 

Before  his  Wrath  appear  : 

If  once  you  fall  beneath  his  Sword, 

There's  no  Deliv'rer  there. 

Psalm    L.    Long  Metre. 
Hypocrijy  expofed. 
i   t  |  ^HE  Lord,  the  Judge,  his  Churches  warns, 
JL     Let  Hypocrites  attend  and  fear, 
Who  place  their  Hope  in  Rites  and  Forms, 
But  make  not  Faith  nor  Love  their  Care. 

2  Vile  Wretches  dare  rehearfe  his  Name, 
With  Lips  of  Falfhood  and  Deceit  ; 

A  Friend  or  Brother  they  defame, 
And  foothe  and  flatter  thofe  they  hate. 

3  They  watch  to  do  their  Neighbours  Wrong*    . 
Vet  dare  to  feek  their  Maker's  Face  ; 

They  take  his  Covenant  on  their  Tongue, 
But  break  his  Laws,  abuie  his  Grace. 

4  To  Heav'n  they  lift  their  Hands  unclean, 
DenTd  with  Lull,  denTd  with  Blood  ; 

By  Night  they  praclife  evYy  Sin, 

By  Day  their  Mouths  draw  near  to  God. 

5  And  while  his  judgments  long  delay, 
They  grow  fecure  and  fin  the  more  ; 
They  think  he  fleeps  as  weil  as  they, 
And  put  far  off  the  dreadful  Hour. 

6  O  dreadful  Hour  !  when.OOD  draws  near* 
And  fets  their  Crimes  before  their  Eyes  I 
His  Wrath  their  guilty  Souls  mall  tear, 
And  no  Deliv'rer  dare  to  rife. 

Psalm  L.     To  a  new  Tune. 

The  lafl  Judgment? 

i    npH-E  Lord,  the  Sovereign,  fends  his  Summons 

A  forth, 

Calls  the  South  Nations,  and  awakes  the  North  ; 
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From  Eaft  to  Weft  the  founding  Orders  fprend 
Thro1  diitant  Worlds  and  Regions  of  the  Dead  : 
No  more  mail  Atheirb  mock  his  long  Delay  ; 
His  Vengeance  fleeps  no  more  :   Behold  the  Day  ! 
a  Behold  1  the  Judge  defcends  ;  his  Guards  are  nigh, 
Tempeft  and  Fire  attend  him  down  the  Sky : 
Heavn,  Earth,  and  Hell  draw  near  j  let  all  Things 

come 
To  hear  his  Juftice,  and  the  Sinners  Doom  ; 
"  But  gather  firft  my  Saints  (the  Judge  commands) 
"  Bring  them,  ye  Angels,  from  their  diftant  Lands. 

3  "  Behold  my  Cov'nant  ftands  for  ever  good, 
"  Seal'd  by  th1  Eternal  Sacrifice  in  Blood, 

"  And  ilgn'd  wich  all  their  Names ;  the  Greek,  the 

Jew, 
"  That  paid  the  antient  Wormip  or  the  new, 
"  There's  no  Diitinclion  here ;  Come,  fpread  their 

Thrones, 
*  And  near  me  feat  my  Fav'rites  and  my  Sons. 

4  "  I  their  Almighty  Saviour,  and  their  God, 

"  I  am  their  Judge  :  Ye  Heav'ns,  proclaim  abroad 
?'  ?\ly  juft  eternal  Sentence,  and  deck. 
"  Thole  awful  Truths,  that  Sinners  dread  to  hear^ 
<c  Sinners  in  Zicih  tremble  and  retire  ; 
u  I  doom  the  painted  Hypocrite  to  Fire. 
5  {(  Not  for  the  Want  of  Goats  or  Bullocks  (lain 
u  Do  I  condemn  thee  ;  Bulls  and  Goats  arc  vain 
41  Without  the  Flames  of  Love  :  In  vaitt  the  Store 
u  Of  brutal  OrTrings  that  were  mine  before  ; 
u  iMine  are  the  tamer  Beads  and  lavage  Breed, 
u  Flocks,  Herds,  and  Fields,    and  Foreits    where 
they  feed. 

i  u  If  I  v.-cie  hungry,  would  I  afk  thee  Food  ? 

"  Wh :n  did  I  thirff,  or  drink  thv  Bullocks  Blood  ? 
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"  Can  I  be  flatter'd  with  thy  cringing  Bows  ; 
t€  Thy  iblemn  Chatt'rings,  and  fantaftiq  Vows  ? 

"  Are  my  Eyes  charnVcf  thy  Veftments  to  behold, 
"  Glaring  in  Gems,  and  gay  in  woven  Gold  ? 

7  "  Unthinking  Wretch  !    how  could'ft  thou    hope 

to  pleale 
':  A  God,  a  Spirit,  with  fuch  Toys  as  thefe  ? 
"  While  with  my  Grace  and  Statutes  on  thy  Tongue 
"  Thou  lov'ft  Deceit,  and  doit  thy  Brother  Wrong, 
"  In  vain  to  pious  Forms  thy  Zeal  pretends, 
"  Thieves  and  Adulterers  are  thy  chofen  Friends. 

8  "  Silent  I  waited  with  long-fufPring  Love, 

u  But  didft  thou  hope  that  I  fhould  ne'er  reprove  ? 
"  And  cherim  fuch  an  impious  Thought  within, 
"  That  God  the  Righteous  would  indulge  thy  Sin? 
"  Behold  my  Terrors  now  5  my  Thunders  roll, 
"  And  thy  own  Crimes  affright  thy  guilty  Soul/1 

9  Sinners,  awake  betimes  ;  ye  Fools,  be  wife; 
Awake  before  this  dreadful  Morning  rile  j 
Change  your  vain  Thoughts,  your  crooked  Works 

amend  ; 
Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  Friend  j 
Left,  like  a  Lion,  his  laft  Vengeance  tear 
Your  trembling  Souls,  and  no  Deliverer  near/ 
Psalm    L.     To  the  old  proper  Tune. 
The  laft  Judgment, 
i   PTP1  HE  God  of  Glory  fends  his  Summons  forth. 
J.    Calls  the  South  Nations,  and  awakes  the  North; 
From  Eaft  to  Weft  the  fov'reign  Orders  fpread, 
Thro'  diftant  Worlds  and  Regions  of  the  Dead. 

The  Trumpet  founds  >  Hell  trembles  ;  Hea<vn  rejoices  ; 
Lift  up  your  Heads,  ye  Saints,  with  chearful  Voices* 
-z  No  more  (hall  Atheifts  mock  his  long  Delay  ; 
His  Vengeance  fleeps  ro  more  5  behold  the  D3y  ; 
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Behold  !  the  Judge  defcends  ;  hi?  Guards  arc  i 
Tempt  lis  End  Fire  attend  him  down  the  Sky. 

When  GOD  appears ,  all  Nature  jh  all  adore  him  \ 
While  Sinners  tremble,  Saints  rejoice  before  him, 

3  "  Heav  n,  Earth,    and  Hell,    draw    near  :  let  ail 

Things  come, 

u  To  hear  rny  juitice  and  the  Sinners  Dcom  ; 

H  But  gather   firit   my  Saints  j   [the  Judge    com- 
mands] 

cC  Bring  them  ye  Angels,  from  their  diftant  Lands. 

When  Chrifi  returns ,  wake  enSry  chearful  Paffion  ; 
And  f  out  ye  Saints,  he  comes  for  your  Salvation. 

4  Ci  Behold  my  Cov  nam  frauds  for  ever  good, 
"  ScaTdby  th"  eternal  Sacrifice  in  Blood, 

"  And  fign'd  with   all    their  Names  ;   the  Greek, 

the  Je-zv, 
"  That  paid  the  ancient  Worfnip  or  the  new. 

'There^s  no  D  if  incite  n  here,  join  all  your  Voices, 
And  raifeyour  Heads,  ye  Sa'mts,  for  Hea~un  rejoices- 

5  "  Here    (faith  the  Lord)  ye  Angels,  fpread  their 

Thrones, 
Ci  And  near  me  feat  my  Fav'rites  and  my  Sons. 
"  Come,  my  Redeemed,  poffefs  the  Joys  prepar'd 
u  Ere  Time  began,  'tis  your  divine  Reward. 

When  Chrifi  returns,  nvahe  e-v'ry  chearful  PaJ/ion  ; 
And  f  out,  ye  Saints,  he  co?nes  for  your  Scd-vaU'j,:. 

Pause    the  Firft. 

6  "  I  am  the  Saviour,  I  tlf  Almighty  God, 

"  I  am  the  Judge  :   Ye  Heav'ns  proclaim  abroad 
"  My  jult  eternal  Sentence,  and  declare 
u  Thofe  awful  Trudis,   that  Sinners  dread  to  hear. 
When  God  appears,  all  Nature /ball  adore  him  ', 
While  Sinners  tremble,  Saints  rejoice  bejore  him, 

F   3 
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7  "  Stand  forth,  thou  bold  Blafphemer,  and  profane, 
"  Now  feeel  my  Wrath,  nor  call  my  Threatnings 

vain  ; 
"  Thou  Hypocrite,  once  dreft  in  Saints  Attire, 
u  I  doom  the  painted  Hypocrite  to  Fire. 
Judgment  proceeds ;  Hell  trembles  ;  Heavn  rejoices  5 
Lift  up  your  Heads,  ye  Saints,  with  chearful  Voices. 
%  "  Not  for  the  Want  of  Goats  or  Bullocks  flain 
"  Do  I  condemn  thee  5  Bulls  and  Goats  are  vain 
M  Without  the  Flames  of  Love  :  In  vain  the  Store 
4<  Of  brutal  OfF'rings  that  were  mine  before. 
EarJk  is  the  Lonfs  ;  all  Nature  Jhall  adore  him  \ 
While  Sinners  tremble y  Saints  rejoice  before  him, 

9  "  If  I  were  hungry,  would  I  aik  thee  Food  ? 

«{  When    did   I    thirft  ?    or   drink    thy   Bullock's 

Blood  > 
"  Mine  are  the  tamer  Beafts  and  favage  Breed, 
*4  Flocks,  Herds,  and  Fields,  and  Forefts    inhere 
the  y  feed. 
All  is  the  Lord's  ;  he  rules  the  wide  Creation  : 
Gi<ves  Sinners  Vengeance,  and  the  Saints  Salvation. 

10  "  Cap  I  be  flattered  with  thv  cringing  Bows, 
iC  Thy  folemn  Chatt'rings  and  fantaftic  Vows  ? 

<l  Are  my  Eyes  charhVd  thy  Veftmtnts  to  behold, 
u  Glaring  in  Gems,   and  gay  in  woven  Gold  ? 

GOD  is  the  Judge  of  Hearts  >  no  fair  Dtjguifes 
Can  fcreen  the  Guilty  *wben  his  Vengeance  rijes* 
P  a  u  s  E   the  Second. 

11  "   Unthinking  W retch  !   how    could  ft  thou   hope 

to  pleaie 
"  A  God,  a  Spirit,  with  foch  Toys  as  thefe  ? 
"  While   with     my   Grace    and    S.atutes    on    thy 

Tongue, 
"  Thou  lov'ft  Deceit,  and  doft  thy  Brother  wrong. 
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tgmtMt  proceeds  ;  Hell  tremllcs  -,  HcaiSn  rejoices  j 
lift  up  your  Heads,  ye  Saints,  <witb  cbearjul  Voices. 
22   "  fn  vain  to  pious  Forms  thy  Zeai  pretends  ; 
"  Thieves  and  Adultrers  are  thy  chofen  Friends  : 
"  While  the  folfe  Fiatfrer  at  my  Altar  waits, 
u  His  hardened  Sou]  divine  Inftructicn  hates. 
GOD  is  the  Judge  of  Hearts  j  no  fair  Difguifes, 
Lanfcreen  the  Guilty  ivben  bis  Vengeance  vies. 
13   "  Silent  I  waited  with  Icng-furTring  Love  \ 
"  But  didit  thou  hope  tint  I  mould  ne'er  reprove  ? 
t(  And  cherifh  ilich  an  impious  Thought  within, 
"  That  tne  Ail-Holy  wouid  indulge  thy  Sin  r 

See,  GOD  appears  5  all  Rations  join  f  adore  him  > 
'  Judgment  proceeds,  and  Sinners  jail  before  him, 

14.  Behold  my  Terrors  now  $   my  Thunder4:  vcW, 
"  And  thy  own  Crimes  affright  thy  guilty  Soul  : 
"  Now  like  a  Lion  mail  rny  Vengeance  tear 
t(  Thy  bleeding  Heart,  and  no  Deliverer  ne^r. 

Judgment  concludes  ',  Hell  trembles  ',  Hea~Sn  rejoices  ; 

Lift  up  j  our  Heads,  ye  Saints,  nvitb  cbearjul  Voices, 

E  P  I  P  II  O  K  E  M  A, 

Binners,  awake  betimes  ;  ye  Fools,  be  wife  $ 

Awake  before  this  dreadful  Morning  rife  ; 

Change  your   vain  Thoughts,  your  crooked   Works 

amend, 
Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  Friend. 

Wbenjoht)  ye  Saints  :   Wake  e<vry  cb earful  PaJJion  j 
n  Cbrtft  returns,  be  comes  for  your  Salvation, 
Psalm    LI.     Firjl  Part,     Long  Metre. 
A  Penitent  pleading  J  or  Pardon, 
1    QHEW   Piry,  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive, 
O     Let  a  repenting  Rebel  live  ; 
Are  not  thv  Mercies  large  and  free  P 
May  not  a  Sinner  truft  in  Tbee  ? 
F  4 


XC4  PSALM    LI. 

2  My  Crimes  are  great,  but  don't  furpafs 
The  Power  and  Gloi  y  of  thy  Grace  : 
Great  God,  thy  Nature  hath  no  Bound, 
So  let  thy  panTning  Love  be  found, 

3  O  !  wafh  my  Soul  from  ev'ry  Sin, 
And  make  my  guilty  Conscience  clean  5 
Here  on  my  Heart  the  Burden  lies, 
And  pail  Offences  pain  mine  Eyes. 

4  My  Lips  with  Shame  my  Sins  confefs, 
Againil  thy  Law,  againft  thy  Grace  5 
Lord,  (hould  thy  Judgment  grow  fevere, 
I  am  condemned,  but  thou  art  clear. 

5  Should  Hidden  Vengeance  feize  my  Breath, 
I  muff  pronounce  thee  juft  in  Death  5 

And  if  my  Soul  were  lent  to  Hell, 
Thy  righteous  Law  approves  it  well. 

6  Yet  fave  a  trembling  Sinner,  Lord, 
Whole  Hope  ftill  hov'ring  round  thy  Word, 
Would  light  on  fome  fweet  Promife  there, 
Some  lure  Support  sgainft  Delpair. 

Psalm  LI.   Second  Part.  Long  Metre. 
Original  and  aclual  Sin  confijYd. 

1  Y     ORD,  I  am  vile,  conceivM  in  Sin  j 

J s     And  born  unholy  and  unclean  : 

Sprung  from  the  Man,  whofe  guilty  Fall 
Corrupts  the  Race,  and  taints  us  All. 

2  Soon  as  we  draw  our  Infant-Breath, 
The  Seeds  of  Sin  grow  up  forDeath  5 
Thy  Law  demands  a  perfect  Heart  $ 
But  we're  denTd  in  ey'ry  Part. 

3  [Great  God,  create  my  Heart  a-ncw, 
And  form  my  Spirit  pure  and  true  : 

O  make  me  wife  betimes,  to  fpy 
My  Danger  and  my  Remedy  I) 
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i.     Behold  I  fail  before  thv  Face  ; 

My  only  Refuge  is  thy  Grace  ; 

No  outward  Forms  can  make  me  clean  j 

The  Leprofy  lies  deep  within. 
j     No  bleeding  Bird,  nor  bleeding  Bead, 

Not  HvrTop-branch,  nor  fprinkiing  Prieftj 

Nor  running  Brook,  nor  Flood  nor  bca, 

Can  wafn  the  diimal  Stain  away. 

5     Jefus,  my  God,  thy  Blood  alone 

Rata  PowY,  fufficient  to  atone  ; 

Thy  Blood  can  make  me  white  as  Snow  • 

No  Jewi/h  Types  could  cleanie  mc  10. 
7     While  Guilt  difhirbs  and  breaks  my  Peace, 
Plefh  nor  Soul  hath  Reft  or  Eaie  ; 

Lord,  let  me  hear  thy  pardoning  Voice, 

And  make  my  broken  Bones  rejoice. 

P  s  a  L  m  LI.    Third  Pari.    Long  Metre. 

He  BaciJIuUr  reflor*d  1  or,  Repentance  and  Faith  i>i 

the  Blood  of  Chrilr. 

1   /~\  Thou  that  hear'ft  when  Sinners  crv  ! 

V^   Tho"  all  ray  Crimes  before  thee  lie, 
Behold  them  not  with  angrv  Look, 
But  blot  their  MemYy  from  thy  Book. 
1     Create  my  Nature  pure  within, 
And  form  my  Soul  averfe  to  Sin  ? 
Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 
Nor  hide  thy  Prefence  from  my  Heart. 

3  I  cannot  live  without  thy  Light, 
Caft  out  and  baniuYd  from  thy  bight ; 
Thine  holy  Joyj>,  ray  God,  reftore, 
And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

4  Tho"  I  have  grievM  thy  Spirit,  Lord, 
Thy  Help  and  Comfort  it  ill  afford  1 

F  5 
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And  let  a  Wretch  come  near  thy  Throne, 
To  plead  the  Merits  of  thy  Son. 

5  A  broken  Heart,  myGcD,  my  King, 
Is  ail  the  Sacrifice  I  bring ; 

The  God  of  Grace  will  ne"er  defpife 
A  broken  Heart  for  S3crince. 

6  My  Soul  lies  humbled  in  the  Duft, 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  Sentence  juft  $ 
Look  down,  O  Lord  !  with  pitying  Eye, 
And  fave  the  Soul  condemned  to  die. 

7  Then  will  I  teach  the  World  thy  Ways  ; 
Sinners  mall  learn  thy  fov'reign  Grace  $ 
111  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  Blood, 
And  they  mall  praife  a  pard'ning  God. 

8  O  may  thy  Love  infpire  my  Tongue  ! 
Salvation  (hall  be  all  my  Song  ; 
And  all  my  Pow'rs  (hall  join  to  bleis 

The  Lord,  my  Strength  and  Righteoufhefs. 
Psalm  LI.  3 — 13.  Fir/}  Part*  Common  Metre, 
Original  and  Attual  Sin  confejfed  and  pardoned* 

1  T     ORD,  I  would  fpread  my  fore  Diftrefs 

J 4     And  Guilt  before  thine  Eyes  5 

Againlt  thy  Laws,  againft  thy  Grace, 

How  high  my  Crimes  arife  ! 

2  Should'ft  thou  condemn  my  Soul  to  Hell, 

And  crum  my  Flefh  to  Duft, 
Heav'n  would  approve  thy  Vengeance  well, 
And  Earth  mult  own  it  juft. 

3  I  from  the  Stock  of  Adam  came, 

Unholy  and  unclean  5 
All  my  Original  is  Shame, 
And  all  my  Nature  Sin. 
4.  Bom  in  a  WorlcJ  of  Guilt,  I  drew 
Contagion  with  my  Breath  j 
4 
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And  as  my  Days  advanced,  I  grew 
A  jufter  Prey  for  Death. 

5  Cieanfe  me,  0  Lord  !  and  chear  my  Soul 

With  thy  forgiving  Love  5 
O  !   make  my  broken  Spirit  whole, 
And  bid  my  Pains  remove. 

6  Let  not  thy  Spirit  quite  depart, 

Nor  drive  me  from  thy  Face  5 
Create  anew  my  vicio\:s  Heart, 
And  fill  it  with  thy  Grace. 

7  Then  will  I  make  thy  Mercy  known 

Before  the  Sons  of  Men  $ 
Backfiideis  mall  addreis  thy  Throne, 
And  turn  to  God  again. 

Psalm  LI   14. — 17.  Second  Part.  Common  Metre. 
Repentance  and  Faith  in  the  Blood  of  Chrift, 

1   /^\  God  of  Mercy  !  hear  my  Calf, 
K^J     My  Loads  of  Guilt  remove, 
Break  down  this  feparating  Wail 
That  bars  me  from  thy  Love. 
a  Give  me  the  Prefence  of  thy  Grace, 
Then  my  rejoicing"  Tongue 
Shall  fpeak  aloud  thy  Righteoufrusfs, 
And  make  thy  Fiaiie  my  Song. 

3  No  Blood  of  Goats,  nor  Heifer  flain, 

For  Sin  could  e'er  atone  $ 
The  Death  of  Chrift  ihali  ftill  remain 
Sufficient  and  alone. 

4  A  Soul  oppreft  with  Sin's  Defert 
My  God  will  ne'er  defpiie  j 

A  humble  Groan,  a  broken  Heart 
Is  our  belt  Sacrifice. 


Psalm  LIII.  4,— 6. 
ViElory  and Deliverance  J rem  Pcrfecuiion* 
I      A  RE  all  the  Foes  of  Sion  Fools, 
jt\     Who  thus  devour  her  Saints  ? 
Do  they  not  know  her  Saviour  rules, 
And  pities  her  Complaints  ? 
a  They  mall  be  feiz'd  with  fad  Surprife  5 
For  God's  revenging  Arm 
Scatters  the  Bones  of  them,  that  rife 
To  do  his  Children  Harm. 

3  In  vain  the  Sons  of  Satan  boaft 

Of  Armies  in  Array  $ 
When  God  has  firft  defpis'd  their  Hoft, 
They  fall  an  eafy  Prey. 

4  O  for  a  Word  from  Sions  King, 
Her  Captives  to  reftore  ! 

Jacob  with  all  the  Tribes  mail  fmg, 
And  Jitdah  weep  no  more. 
Psalm  LV.  i — 3, 16, 17,  18,  22.  Common  Metre. 

Support  for  the  affllcled  and  tempted  Soul, 
1   g^\  God,  my  Refuge!  hear  my  Cries,  > 

\J     Behold  my  flowing  Tears, 
For  Earth  and  Hell  my  Hurt  devife, 
And  triumph  in  my  Fears. 

%  Their  Kage  is  levelPd  at  my  Life, 
My  Soul  with  Guilt  they  load, 
And  fill  my  Thoughts  with  inward  Strife, 
To  make  my  Hope  in  God. 

3  With  inward  Pain  my  Heart-firings  found, 

I  groan  with  ev'ry  Breath, 
Horror  and  Fear  befet  me  round, 
Amongft  the  Shades  of  Death. 

4  0  were  I  like  a  feather'd  Dove, 

And  Innocence  hid  Wings  1 
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I'd  fly,  and  make  a  long  Remove, 
From  all  thefe  reftlels  Things. 

5  Let  me  to  fome  wild  Defart  go, 

And  rind  a  peaceful  Home, 
Where  Storms  of  Malice  never  blow^ 
Temptations  never  come. 

6  Vain  Hopes,  and  vain  Inventions  all 

To  Ycape  the  Rage  of  Hell  ! 
The  mighty  God  on  whom  I  call 
Can  fave  me  here  as  well. 

Pause. 

7  By  Morning  Light  I'll  feek  his  Face, 

At  Noon  repeat  my  Cry, 
The  Night  mall  hear  me  afk  his  Grace, 
Nor  will  he  long  deny. 

8  God  /hall  preferve  my  Soul  from  Fear> 

Or  fliield  me  when  afraid  ; 
Ten  thoufand  Angels  muft  appear, 
If  he  command  their  Aid. 

9  I  call  my  Burdens  on  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  fuftains  them  all  5 
My  Courage  refts  upon  his  Word , 
That  Saints  mail  never  fall. 

10  My  higheft  Hopes  (hall  not  be  vain, 

My  Lips  fhall  fpread  his  Praiie  $ 
While  cruel  and  deceitful  Men, 
Scarce  live  out  half  their  Days. 

Psalm  LV.  15,  16,  17,  19,  22.   Short  Metre. 
Dangerous  Profperity  :  or,  Daily  Devotions  encouraged* 
1  E  T  Sinners  take  their  Courfe, 

I  J  And  draft  the  Road  to  Death  \ 
But  in  the  Worihip  of  my  God, 
I'll  lpend  my  daily  Breath. 


2  My  Thoughts  addrefs  his  Throne 

When  Morning  brings  the  Light  j 
I  feek  his  Bieffings  ev'ry  Noon, 
And  pay  my  Vows  at  Night. 

3  Thou  wilt  regard  my  Cries, 

O  my  eternal  God  ! 
While  Sinners  periih  in  Surprize 

Beneath  thine  angry  Rod. 
4.  Becaufe  they  dwell  at  Eafe, 

And  no  fad  Changes  feel, 
They  neither  fear  nor  truft  thy  Name, 

Nor  learn  to  do  thy  Will. 

5  But  I  with  all  my  Cares, 

Will  lean  upon  the  Lord, 
I'll  call  my  Burdens  on  his  Arm, 
And  reft  upon  his  Word. 

6  His  Arm  (hall  well  fuftain 

The  Children  of  his  Love  ; 
The  Ground  on  which  their  Safety  ftands, 
No  earthly  PowY  can  move. 

Psalm   LVI. 

Deliverance  from  OppreJJion  and  Faljhood :  or,  GOD's 
Care  of  bis  People,  in  Anfiwer  to  Faith  and  Prayer* 

1   f^\  Thou,  whofe  Juftice  reigns  on  high, 
V^/     And  makes  trf  Opprefibr  ceafe  ! 
Behold  how  envious  Sinners  try 
To  vex  and  break  my  Peace. 

a  The  Sons  of  Violence  and  Lies 

Join  to  devour  me,  Lord  ; 
But  as  my  hourly  Dangers  rife, 

My  Refuge  is  thy  Word. 
3  In  God  moft  holy,  juft,  and  true, 

1  have  repos'd  my  Truft  j 
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Noi"  will  I  fear  what  Flefh  can  do, 

The  Offspring  of  the  Duft. 
They  wreft  my  Words  toMifchief  dill, 

Charge  me  with  unknown  Faults  j 
Mifchief  cloth  all  their  Counfels  fill, 

And  Malice  all  their  Thoughts. 
Shall  they  efc;;pe  without  thy  Frown  ? 

Mult  their  Devices  ftand  ? 
O  call  the  haughty  Sinner  down, 

And  let  him  know  thy  Hand  ! 

Pause. 

6  God  counts  the  Sorrows  of  his  Saints, 

Their  Groans  affccl  his  Ears  ; 
Thou  haft  a  Book  for  my  Complaints, 
A  Bottle  for  my  Tears, 

7  When  to  thy  Throne  I  raife  my  Cry, 

The  Wicked  fear  and  flee  3 
So  fwift  is  Pi  ay'r  to  reach  the  Sky, 
So  near  is  God  to  me. 

8  In  Thee,  moft  holy,  juft,  and  true, 

I  have  repos'd  my  Truft ; 
Nor  will  I  tear  what  Man  can  do, 
The  Offspring  of  the  Duft. 

9  Thy  folemn  Vows  are  en  me,  Lord, 

Thou  malt  receive  my  Praife  ; 
Pll  fing,  "  How  faithful  is  thy  Wordy 

li  How  righteous  all  thy  Ways" 
jo  Thou  haft  fecur'd  my  Soul  from  Death, 

O  fet  thy  Prisoner  free  ! 
That  Heart  and  Hand,  and  Life  and  Breath; 

May  be  employ 'd  for  Thee, 
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Psu  m    LVII. 

Praife  for  Prcteclion,  Grace  and  Truth. 

I    TV  yT  Y  God,   in  whom  are  all  the  Springs 
JLV jl    Of*  boundlefs  Love,   and  Grace  unknown. 
Hide  me  bmeaththy  fpreading  Wings, 
Till  the  dark  Cloud  is  overblown, 

i     Up  to  the  Keav'ns  I  fend  my  Cryy 
The  Lord  will  my  Beilres  perform  5 
He  fends  his  Angels  from  the  Sky, 
And  faves  me  from  the  threatning  Storm. 

3     Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God.  ! 

Above  the  Heav'ns  where  Angels  dwell  j 
Thy  Pow'r  on  Earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  Land  to  Land  thy  Wonders  tell. 

4.     My  Heart  is  hVd  j  my  Song  mail  raife 
Immortal  Honours  to  thy  Name  j 
Awake,  my  Tongue,  to  found  his  Praife, 
My  Tongue,  the  Glory  of  my  Frame. 

5  High  o'er  the  Earth  his  Mercy  reigns, 
And  reaches  to  the  utmoft  Sky  5 

His  Truth  to  endlefs  Years  remains, 
When  lower  Worlds  diffolve  and  die. 

6  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God  ? 
Above  the  Heav'ns  where  Angels  dwell  ; 
Thy  Pow'r  on  Earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  Land  toXand  thy  Wonders  tell. 

Psalm     LVIII.     As  the  1 1 3th  Pfalm. 
Warning  to  Magi f  rates. 
1    JUDGES,  who  rule  the  World  by  Laws, 
J      Will  ye  defpife  the  righteous  Caufe, 

When  th'  injur'd  Poor  before  you  (lands  ? 
Dare  ye  condemn  the  righteous  Poor, 
And  let  rich  Sinners  Ycape  fecure, 

While  Gold  and  Greatnefa  bribe  your  Hands  ? 
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1  Have  ye  forgot,  or  never  knew, 
That  God  will  judge  the  Judges  too  ? 

High  in  the  Heav'ns  his  Juflice  reigns  j 
Yet  you  invade  the  Rights  of  God, 
And  lend  your  bold  Decrees  abroad, 
To  bind  the  Ccnfciencc  in  your  Chains. 
3  A  poiionM  Arrow  is  your  Tongue, 
The  Arrow  (harp,  the  Poifon  ftrong, 

And  Death  attends  where'er  it  wounds  : 
You  hear  no  Counfels,  Cries  or  Tears  j 
So  the  deaf  Adder  ftops  her  Ears 

Againft  thePow'r  of  channing  Sounds, 

4.  Break  out ;  their  Teeth,  eternal  God, 
Thole  Teeth  of  Liens  dyVi  in  Blood  ; 

And  crufli  the  Serpents  in  the  Dull  : 
As  empty  Chaff,  when  Whirlwinds  rile, 
Before  the  (weeping  Tempeft  flies, 

So  let  their  Hopes  and  Names  be  loft. 

5  Th'  Almighty  thunders  from  the  Sky, 
Their  Grandeur  melts,  their  Titles  die, 

As  Hills  of  Snow  dilTolve  and  run, 
Or  Snails  that  perifli  in  their  Siime, 

Or  Births  that  come  before  their  Time, 
Vain  Births,  that  never  fee  the  Sun. 

6  Thus  flrall  the  Vengeance  of  the  Lord, 
Safety  and  Joy  to  Saints  afford  ; 

And  all  that  hear  mall  join  and  fay, 
"  Sure  there's  a  God  that  rules  on  high, 
"  A  God  that  hears  his  Children  crv, 

u  And  will  their  Sufferings  well  repay.n 

Psalm   LX.  1 — 5,  10 — 12. 
On  a  Dry  of  Humiliation  far  D  if  appointments  in  War* 
j    T     ORD,  halt  thou  caft  the  Nation  off? 
jLi    Mutt  we  for  ever  mourn  ? 
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Wilt  thou  indulge  immortal  Wrath  ? 
Shall  Mercy  ne'er  return  ? 
a  The  Terror  of  one  Frown  of  thine 
Melts  all  our  Strength  away; 
Like  Men  that  totter  drunk  with  Wine, 
We  tremble  in  Difmay. 

3  Great  Britain  makes  beneath  thy  Stroke, 

And  dreads  thy  threatening  Hand  ; 
O  heal  the  Ifland  thou  haft  broke, 
Confirm  the  wavering  Land  ! 

4  Lift  up  a  Banner  in  the  Field, 

For  thofe  that  fear  thy  Name  ; 
Save  thy  beloved  with  thy  Shield, 
And  put  our  Foes  to  Shame. 

5  Go  with  our  Armies  to  the  Fight 

Like  a  confedVate  God; 
In  vain  confed'rate  Pow'rs  unite 
Againft  thy  lifted  Rod. 

6  Our  Troops  (hail  gain  a  wide  Renown 

By  thine  arTifting  Hand  ; 
'Tis  God  that  treads  the  Mighty  down, 
And  makes  the  Feeble  ftand. 

Psalm     LXI.     i  — 6. 
Safety  in  GOD. 
i   \\  7  H  E  N  overwhelm^  with  Grief, 
V  V       My  Heart  within  me  dies, 
Helplefs  and  far  from  all  Relief 
To  Heav'n  I  lift  mine  Eyes. 

2  O  lead  me  to  the  Rock 

That's  high  above  my  Head, 
And  make  the  Covert  of  thy  Wings 
My  Shelter  and  my  Shade  I 

3  Within  thy  Prefence,  Lord, 

For  ever  I'll  abide  j 
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Thou  art  the  Tow'r  of  my  Defence, 
The  Refuge  where  I  hide. 

4  Thou  giveft  me  the  Lot 

Of  thofe  that  fear  thy  Name  j 
If  endlefs  Life  be  their  Reward, 
I  mall  poffefs  the  fame. 

Psalm    LXII.    5 — 12. 

No  Truji  in  the  Creatures  :  or,  Faith  in  divine  Grace 
and  PG-iver. 

1  TV  /f  Y  Spiiit  looks  to  God  alone  ; 

XVX     My  Rock  and  Refuge  is  his  Throne  j 
In  all  my  Fears,  in  ail  my  Straits, 
My  Soul  on  his  Salvation  waits. 

2  Truft  him,  ye  Saints,  in  all  your  Ways, 
Pour  out  your  Hearts  before  his  Face  : 
When  Helpers  fail  and  Foes  invade, 
God  is  our  all-fufficient  Aid. 

3  Falfe  are  the  Men  of  high  Degree, 
The  baler  Sort  are  Vanity  j 

Laid  in  the  Balance,  both  appear 
Light  as  a  Puff  of  empty  Air. 

4  Make  not  increafing  Gold  your  Truft, 
Nor  let  your  Hearts  on  glittering  Duft  ; 
Why  will  you  grafp  the  fleeting  Smoke, 
And  not  believe  what  God  has  fpeke  ? 

Once  has  his  awful  Voice  declared, 
Once  and  again  my  Ears  have  heaid, 
14  All  Pow'r  is  his  eternal  Due  ; 
"  He  muft  be  fear'd  and  trufted  too."" 

For  fov'reign  Pov/r  reigns  not  alone, 
Grace  is  a  Partner  of  the  Throne  j 
Thy  Grace  and  Juftice,  mighty  Lord, 
Shall  well  divide  our  lull  Reward. 
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Psalm  LXIII.   i,  2,   5,  3,  4,  Firfi  Part 
Common  Metre. 
The  Morning  of  a  Lcrifs  Day. 
1    T7  AR  L  Y,  my  God,  without  Delay, 
12/     I  harie  lo  leek  thy  Face  ; 
My  thirfty  Spirit  faints  away, 
Without  thy  cheaiing  Grace. 

Z  So  Pilgrims  on  the  fcorching  Sand, 
Beneath  a  burning  Sky, 
Long  for  a  cooling  Stream  at  hand, 
And  they  muft  drink  or  die. 
3   I've  feen  thy  Glory  and  thy  Pow'r, 
Thro1  all  thy  Temple  fliine  5 
My  God,  repeat  that  heav'nly  Hour, 
That  Villon  fo  divine. 
4.  Not  all  the  Bleffings  of  a  Feaft 
Can  pleafe  my  Soul  fo  well, 
As  when  thy  richer  Grace  I  taite. 
And  in  thy  Prefehce  dwell. 

5  Not  Life  itfelf,  with  all  her  Joys, 

Can  my  belt  Paifions  move, 
Or  raife  fo  high  my  chearful  Voice, 
As  thy  forgiving  Love. 

6  Thus  till  my  laft  expiring  Day, 

I'll  blefs  my  God  and  King  ; 
Thus  will  I  lift  my  Hands  to  pray, 
And  tune  my  Lips  to  fmg. 

P  s  a  L  M    LXIII.    6—10.     Second  Pari. 
Common  Metre. 
Midnight  Thoughts  re  collected . 
I  ''TWAS  in  the  Watches  of  the  Night 
-*•       I  thought  upon  thy  PowY, 
I  kept  thy  lovely  Face  in  Sight 
Amidit  the  daikeft  Hour. 
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My  Flefh  lay  refting  on  my  Bed, 

My  Soul  arole  on  high  ; 
<c  My  GOD,  mjf  Life,  "my  Hope,  I  laid, 

u  Bring  thy  Salvation  nigh.9"1 

3  My  Spirit  labours  up  thine  Hill, 

And  climbs  the  heav'nlv  Rosd  ; 
But  thy  Right-hand  upholds  me  ftill, 
While  I  purfue  my  God. 

4  Thy  Mercy  (rrctches  o'er  my  Head 

The  Shadow  of  thv  Wings  j 
My  Heart  rejoices  in  thine  Aid, 
My  Tongue  awakes  and  iings. 

5  But  the  Deftroyers  of  my  Peace 

Shall  fret  and  rage  in  vain  ; 
The  Tempter  mall  for  ever  ceafe, 
And  all  my  Sins  be  (lain. 

6  Thy  Sword  mall  give  my  Foes  to  Death, 

And  fend  them  down  to  dwell 
In  the  dark  Caverns  of  the  Earth, 
Or  to  the  Deeps  of  Hell. 

Psalm  LXIII.    Long  Metre. 

Longing  after  GOD  :  or,  The  Love  of  GOD  better 
than  Life* 

t    /^1  RE  AT  God,  indulge  my  humble  Claim, 
vJ     Thou  art  my  Hope,  my  Joy,  my  Reft  j 
The  Glories  that-compofe  thy  Name, 
Stand  all  engag'd  to  make  me  bleft. 

2  Thou  Great  and  Good,  thou  Juft  and  Wife, 
Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  God  j 

And  I  am  thine  by  facred  Ties  ; 

Thy  Son,  thy  Servant,  bought  with  Blood, 

3  With  Heart  and  Eyes,  and  lifted  Hands, 

For  Thee  I  long,  to  Thee  I  look, 
3 
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As  Travellers,  in  thirfty  Lands, 
Pant  for  the  cooling  Water-brook. 
4.     With  early  Feet  I  love  t'appear 

Among  thy  Saints,  and  leek  thy  Face  ; 

Oft  have  I  fcen  thy  Glory  there, 

And  felt  the  PowY  of  ibVreign  Grace. 

5  Not  Fruits,  nor  Wines,  that  tempt  our  Tafle, 
Nor  all  the  Joys  our  Senfes  know, 

Could  make  me  fo  divinely  bleft, 
Or  raife  my  chearful  Paiiion  lb. 

6  My  Life  itfelf,  without  thy  Love, 
No  Taite  of  Pleafure  could  afford  ; 
'Twould  but  a  tirelome  Burden  prove, 
If  I  were  banihYd  from  the  Lord. 

7  Amid  it  the  wakeful  Hours  of  Night, 
When  bufy  Cares  afRict  my  Head, 

One  Thought  of  Thee  gives  new  Delight, 
And  adds  Refrefhment  to  my  Bed. 
3     I'll  lift  my  Hands,  I'll  raifc  my  Voice, 
While  I  have  Breath  to  pray  or  praiie  j 
This  Work  mail  make  my  Heart  rejoice, 
And  fpend  the  Remnant  of  my  Days. 

Psalm    LXIII.     Short  Metre. 
Seeking  GOD. 
1    7\  /¥  Y  God,  permit  my  Tongue 
JLVA      This  Joy,  to  call  Thee  mine  ; 
And  let  my  early  Cries  prevail, 
To  taite  thy  Love  divine. 

a  My  thi*4£y  fainting  Soul 

Thy  Mercy  doth  implore  : 
Not  Travellers,  in  defart  Lands, 

Can  pant  for  Water  more. 
3  Within  thy  Churches,   Lord, 

I  long  to  find  my  Place, 
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Thy  Pow'r  and  Glory  to  behold, 
And  feel  thy  quickening  Grace. 

4  For  Life  without  thy  Love 

No  Relifh  can  afford  $ 
No  Joy  can  be  compared  with  this, 
To  lerve  and  pleafe  tke  Lord. 

5  To  Thee  Til  lift  my  Hards 

And  praife  Thee  while  I  live  ; 
Not  the  rich  Dainties  of  a  Feaft 
Such  Food  or  Pleafure  give. 

6  In  wakeful  Hours  of  Night, 

I  call  my  God  to  mind  : 
I  think  how  wife  thy  Counfels  are, 
And  all  thy  Dealings  kind. 

7  Since  Thou  haft  been  my  Help, 

To  Thee  my  Spirit  flies, 
And  on  thy  watchful  Providence 
My  chearful  Hope  relies. 

8  The  Shadow  of  thy  Wings 

My  Soul  in  Safety  keeps  : 

I  follow  where  my  Father  leads, 

And  he  fupports  my  Steps. 

Psalm  LXV.   i  — 5.  Tirfi  Part.   Long  Metre, 

Public  Prayer  and  Praife. 
i   f~r<  PI  E  Praife  of  Sion  wain  for  Thee, 

X     My  God  ;  and  Praife  becomes  thy  Houfe  j 
There  fhaJl  thy  Saints  thy  Glory  fee, 
And  there  peiform  their  public  Vows. 
i     O  Thou,  whofe  Mercy  bends  the  Skies 
To  fave,  when  humble  Sinners  pray  ! 
All  Lands  to  Thee  mail  lift  their  Eyes, 
And  Iilands  of  tae  Northern  Sea. 
3     Againft  my  Will  my  Sins  prevail, 
But  Grace  11       ,  .  .vay  their  Stain  ; 


120  PSALM    LXV. 

The  Blocd  of  Chrift  will  never  fail 
To  warn  my  Garments  white  again. 

4  Bleft  is  the  Man  whom  thou  malt  chufe, 
And  give  him  kind  Accefs  to  Thee  ; 
Give  him  a  Place  within  thy  Houfe, 

To  tafle  thy  Love  divinely  free. 

Pause. 

5  Let  Babel  fear  when  Sion  prays  ; 
Babel,  prepare  for  longDiffrefs, 
When  Sion's  God  himfelf  arrays 
In  Tenor,  and  in  Righteoufnefs. 

6  With  dreadful  Glory,  God  fulfils 
What  his  afflicled  Saints  requeft  ; 
And  with  almighty  Wrath  reveals 
His  Love,  to  give  his  Churches  Reft. 

7  Then  mail  the  flocking  Nations  run 
To  Siotis  Hill,  and  own  their  Lord  j 
The  riling  and  the  letting  Sun 
Shall  fee  the  Saviour's  Name  ador'd. 

Psalm  LXV.  5 — 13.  Second  Part.  Long  Metre, 

Divine  Providence  in  Air,  Earth,  and  Sea  :  or,  T.'he 

G  O  D  of  Nature  and  Grace. 
1  HPHE  God  of  our  Salvation  hears 

X       The  Groans  of  Sion  mix'd  with  Tears  j 
Yet  when  he  comes  with  kind  Deiigns, 
Thro''  all  the  Way  his  Terror  mines. 

2,     On  him  the  Race  of  Man  depends, 
Far  as  the  Earth's  remoter!  Ends, 
Where  the  Creator's  Name  is  known, 
By  Nature's  feeble  Light  alone. 

3     Sailors,  that  travel  o'er  the  Flood, 
Addrefs  their  frighted  Souls  to  God, 
When  Tempefts  rage,  and  Billows  roar, 
At  dreadful  Diftaace  from  the  Shore. 
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4.     He  bids  the  noify  Tempeits  ceafe  j 
He  calms  the  Paging  Crowd  to  Peace, 
When  a  tumult'ous  Nation  raves, 
Wild  as  the  Winds,  and  loud  as  Waves. 

5  Whole  Kingdoms,  fhaken  by  the  Storm,  » 
He  fettles  in  a  peaceful  Form  j  .  / 
Mountains  eitablifiYd  by  his  Hand, 

Firm  on  their  old  Foundations  lland. 

6  Behold  !  his  Enfigns  fweep  the  Sky, 
New  Comets  blaze,  and  Lightnings  fly  ; 
The  Heathen  Lands,  with  iwift  Surprize, 
From  the  bright  Horrors  turn  their  Eyes. 

7  At  his  Command  the  Morning  Ray 
Smiles  in  the  Eaft,  and  leads  the  Day  ; 
He  guides  the  Sun's  declining  Wheels, 
Over  the  Tops  of  Wejiern  Hilis. 

2     Seafons  and  Times  obey  his  Voice  ; 
The  EvVing  and  the  Morn  rejoice 
To  fee  the  Earth  made  fort  with  Show'rS) 
Laden  with  Fruit,  and  died  in  FlowYs. 

9  Tis  from  his  wafry  Stores  on  high, 
He  gives  the  thirfty  Ground  Supply; 
He  walks  upon  the  Clouds,  and  thence 
Doth  his  enriching  Drops  dilpenfe. 

10  The  Defart  grows  a  fruitful  Field, 
Abundant  Fruit  the  Vallies  yield  ; 
The  Vallies  fhout  with  chearful  Voice, 
And  neighboring  Hills  repeat  their  Joys. 

11  The  Paftures  l'mile  in  green  Array, 
There  Lambs  and  larger  Cattle  play  ; 
.The  larger  Cattle  and  the  Lamb, 
Each  in  his  Language  fpeakj  thy  Namfc 

G 
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12     Thy  Works  pronounce  thy  Pow'r  divine  ; 
O'er  ev'ry  Field  thy  Glories  fliine  ; 
Thro'  ev'ry  Month 'thy  Gifts  appear  ; 
Great  God  !  thy  Goodners  crowns  the  Year. 
P  3  a  L  M  LXV.  Fir/}  Part.  Common  Metre. 
A  Prayer-hearing  COD,  and  the  Gentiles  called. 
1    T)  R  A I  S  E  waits  in  Sicn,  Lord,  for  Thee  3 
X        There  mall  our  Vows  be  paid  ; 
Thou  haft  an  Ear  when  Sinners  pray, 
All  Flefn  (hall  feek  thine  Aid. 
a  Lord,  our  Iniquities  prevail, 
But  pardoning  Grace  is  thine, 
And  thou  wilt  grant  us  Pow'r  and  Skill 
To  conquer  ev'ry  Sin. 
3  Blefs'd  are  the  Men  whom  thou  wilt  chufe 
To  bring  them  near  thy  Face, 
Give  them  a  Dwelling  in  thine  Houfe, 
To  feaft  upon  thy  Grace. 

4.  In  aniw'ring  what  thy  Church  requefts, 
Thy  Truth  and  Terror  mine, 
And  Works  of  dreadful  Righteoufnefs 
Fulfil  thy  kind  Defign. 

5  Thus  fhall  the  wond'ring  Nations  fee 

The  Lord  is  good  and  juft  ; 
And  diftant  Iflands  fly  to  Thee, 
And  make  thy  Name  their  Truft. 

6  They  dread  thy  glitfring  Tokens,  Lord, 

When  Signs  in  Heav'n  appear, 
But  they  fhall  learn  thy  holy  Wojd, 

And  love  as  well  as  fear. 
P  5  a  l  m  LXV.  Second  Part.  Common  Metre. 
eThePro<vide?iceofGODinAiri  Earthy  and  Sea:  or, 

The  Blejfmg  of  Rain. 
1   >rp  I  S  by  thy  Strength  the  Mountains  (land, 
■*•      G  0  d  of  eternal  Pow'r  $ 
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The  Sea  grows  calm  at  thy  Command, 
And  Tempers  ceafe  to  roar. 
2,  Thy  Morning  Light  and  Evening  Shade 
SuccefTive  Comforts  bring  : 
Thy  plenteous  Fruits  make  Harveft  glad, 
Thy  Flow'rs  adorn  the  Spring, 
3  Seafons  and  Times,  and  Moons  and  Hours/ 
Heav'n,  Earth,  and  Air  are  iryne  ; 
When  Clouds  diftil  in  fruitful  ShfrwYs, 
The  Author  is  divine. 
4.  Thofe  wand'ring  Citterns  in  the  Sky, 
Borne  by  the  Winds  around, 
With  watYy  Treafures  well  fupply 
The  Furrows  of  tile  Ground. 
5  The  thirfty  Ridges  drink  their  Fill, 
And  Ranks  of  Corn  appear  j 
Thy  Ways  abound  with  BleflTir^gs  ftill., 
Thy  Goodnefs  crowns  the  Year. 

Psalm  LXV.   Third  Part.    Common  Metre. 

The  Bleffings  of  the  Spring  :  or,  GOD  gives  Raw. 
A  Pfalm  for  the  Huibandman. 
x  /"I  O  O  D  is  th:  Lord,  the  heavenly  Ktngh 
vJ     Who  makes  the  Earth  his  Care  5 
Viffts  the  Paftures  ev'ry  Spring, 
And  bids  the  Grafs  appear. 
3,  The  Clouds,  like  Rivers  rais'd  on  hi^n, 
Pour  out,  at  thy  Command, 
Their  wafry  BleiTing*  from  the  Sky, 
To  chear  the  thirffy  Land. 
3  The  foftcn'd  Ridge«  of  the  Field 
Permit  the  Corn  to  fpring  ; 
The  Vaflies  rich  Provilion  yield, 
And  the  poor  Lab'rers  limj: 
Gx 
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4  The  little  Hills,  on  evYy  Side, 

Rejoice  at  falling  ShowYs  ; 
The  Meadows,  drefVd  in  all  their  Pride* 
Perfume  the  Air  with  FlowYs. 

5  The  barren  Clods,  refrenYd  with  Rain, 

Promife  a  joyful  Crop  ; 
The  parched  Grounds  look  green  again, 
And  raife  the  Reaper's  Hope. 

6  The  various  Months  thy  Goodnefs  crowns, 

How  bounteous  are  thy  Ways  ! 
The  bleating  Flocks  fpread  o'er  the  Downs, 
And  Shepherds  fliout  thy  Praife. 

Psalm   LXVL     Firf  Part-, 

Governing   Power  and  Goodnefs :    or,   Our  Graces 
tried  by  Ajjliclions* 

i    Q  I  N  G,  all  ye  Nations,  to  the  Lord* 
i3     Sing  with  a  joyful  Noile  j 
With  Melody  of  Sound  record 
His  Honours  and  your  Joys. 

2  Say  to  the  Pow'r  that  fliakes  the  Sky, 

(i  How  terrible  art  Thou  ! 
M  Sinners  before  thy  Prefence  fly, 
"   Or  at  thy  Feet  they  bow." 

3  [Come,  fee  the  Wonders  of  our  God> 

How  glorious  are  his  Ways  ! 
Jn'MojW  Hand  he  puts  his  Rod. 
And  cleaves  the  frighted  Seas. 

4  He  made  the  ebbing  Channel  dry, 

While  If? el  pafsM  the  Flood  ; 
There  did  the  Church  begin  their  Joy, 
And  triumph  in  their  God.] 

5  He  rules  by  his  refiftlefs  Might  $ 

Will  Rebel  Mortals  dare 
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Provoke  trf  Eternal  to  the  Fight, 
And  'tempt  that  dreadful  War  ? 

6  O  blefs  our  God,  and  never  ceafe  ! 

Ye  Saints,  fulfil  his  Praife. 
He  keeps  our  Life,  maintains  onr  Peuce1 
And  guides  our  doubtful  Ways. 

7  Lord,  thou  haft  prov'd  our  fufPring  Souls, 

To  make  our  Graces  mine  ; 
So  Silver  bears  the  burning  Coals, 
The  Metal  to  refine. 

8  Thro'  wat'ry  Deeps  and  f? ry  Wayc,     . 

We  march  at  thy  Command, 
Led  to  polTefs  the  promised  Place, 
By  thine  unerring  Hand. 

Psalm    LXVI,    13 — 20.    Second  Pari, 

Praife  to  GOD  for  bearing  Prayer . 

1    "^7  O  W  mall  my  folemn  Vows  be  paid 
i\l      To  that  Almighty  PowV, 
That  heard  the  longRequefts  I  made 
In  my  diftreisful  Hour, 
a  My  Lips  and  chearful  Heart  preparer 
To  make  his  Mercie?  known  ; 
Come  ye  that  fear  my  God,  and  hear 
The  Wonders  he  has  done. 
3   When  on  my  Head  huge  Sorrows  fell, 
I  fought  his  heavenly  Aid  j 
He  fav'd  my  finking  Soul  from  Hell, 
And  Death's  eternal  Shade. 
4.  If  Sin  lay  cover'd  in  my  Heart, 

While  Pray  Y  employed  my  Tongue, 
The  Lord  had  (hewn  me  no  Regard, 
Nor  I  his  Praife  fang. 

0  3 
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5  But  fiOD  (his  Name  be  ever  bJtft  !) 
Has  ^et  my  Spirit  free, 
Nor  turn'd  fronj  him  my  poor  JRequeft^ 
Nw  turird  his  Heart  from  me. 

P  S   A  L  ,\I    LXVfl. 

Tt6/  Nation  s  Profptrhj,  and  the  Cburcbs  Increaft 
^HINJE,  mighty  God,  en  Britain  mine, 
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WitbjBeams  of  heavenly  Grace  j 
lxevcsl  thy  Pcw>  tjiro1  all  car  Ccaftf, 
And  fi*fe\v  thy  fnjiling  Face. 
2,  [Ami^rt  cur  Ifte  exulted  irigk 
•     Do  thou  our  Glory  itend, 
Arid. like  a  Wall  of  guardian  Fire 
Surround  the  iav'iite  Land.] 
3  When  .mail  thy  Name  from  Shore  to  SEoie 
•Sound  .all  the  Earth  abroad, 
And  diflant  Nations  know  and  love 
'  ^Their^avioyr  and  their  God  ? 
4.  Sing  to  the  Lqy&,  ye  difiant  Lauds, 
Sing  loud  with  ibJeuin  Voice  $ 
While  Britijh  Tongues  exalt  his  Praiie, 
And  Britijb  Hearts  rejoice. 

5  He,  the  great  Lord,  the  fov'reign  Judge, 

That  fits  enthron'd  above, 
Wifely  commands  the  Worlds  vhe^jiadr, 
In  Juftice  and  m  Love. 

6  Earth  (hall  obiy  her  Maker's  Will, 

And  yield  a  full  Increaft  \ 
Our  God  will  crown  his  choien  Jilt 
With  Fruitfulneis  and  Peace. 

7  G  O  D  the  Redeemer  fcatter*. round 

His  choicer*  Favours  here, 
While  the  Creation's  utmoit  Found 
Shall  fee,   adore,  and  fear. 
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Psalm    LXVIII.    Rtf    Part.      1— $,    32—35- 

The  Vengeance  and  Compaffon  of  GOD. 
x    T     ETGod  arife  in  all  his  Might, 

JL/And  put  t!ie  Troops  of  Ht-li  to  Flight; 
A*5  Smoke,  that  fought  to  cloud  the  Skies, 
Before  the  riling  Tcmjiefl  flies. 

2  [Ke  comes  array M  in  burning  Flame-  ; 
JulHce  and  Vengear.ce  are  his  Names  j 
Behold  !   his  fainting  Foes  expire, 
Like  melting  Wax  before  the  Fire.] 

3  He  rides  and  thunders  thro'  the  Sky  j 
His  name  Jebo~uah  founds  on  high  : 
Sing  to  his  Name,  ye  Sons  of -Grace  j 
Ye  Saints  rejoice  before  his  Face. 

4  The  Widow  and  the  Fatherlefs 
Fly  to  his  Aid  in  lharp  Diftrefs  -, 
In  him  the  Poor  and  Helplefs  find 
A  Judge  that's  julr,  a  Father  kind. 

5  He  breaks  the  Captive's  heavy  Chain, 
And  Prisoners  fee  the  Light  again  3 
But  Rebels,  that  difpute  his  Will, 
Shall  dwell  in  Chains  and  Darknefs  frill. 

Pause. 

C.     Kingdoms  and  Thrones  to  God  belong  ; 
Crown  him,  ye  Nations,  in  your  Song  : 
His  wondrous  Names  and  Pow'rs  reheark  ; 
His  Honours  fnall  enrich  your  Verie. 

7  He  (hakes  the  Heav'ns  with  loud  Alarms ; 
How  terrible  is  God  in  Anns  ! 

In  jfrV/are  his  Mercies  known, 
Jfr9elis  bis  |  1  hronc. 

8  Proclaim  him  King,   pronounce  him  bleft  j 
He's  your  Defence,  your  Jov,  your  Reit  j 

G  + 
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When  Terrors  rife,  and  Nations  faint, 
God  is  the  Strength  of  ev'ry  Saint. 

Psalm    LXVIII.     17,    18.     Second    Part* 
ChrirtV  Afcenfwn,  and  the  Gift  of  the  Spirit* 
i  ORD,  when  thou  did(t  afcend  on  high, 

J /Ten  Thoufand  Angels  filTd  the  Sky  ; 

Thofe  heav'nly  Guards  avound  Thee  wait, 
Like  Chariots  that  attend  thy  State. 

2.     Not  Sinai  s  Mountain  could  appear 
More  glorious  when  the  Lord  was  there, 
While  he  pronounced  his  dreadful  l,aw, 
And  ItrucK.  the  chofen  Tribes  with  Awe, 

3  Kow  bright  the  Triumph  none  can  tell, 
When  the  rebellious  PowYs  of  Hell, 
That  Thoufand  Souls  had  Captive  made. 
Were  all  in  Chains  like  Captives  led. 

4  Rnis'd  by  his  Father  to  the  Throne, 
He  lent  the  prcmisM  Spirit  down, 
With  Gifts  and  Grace  for  Rebel-Men, 
That  God  might  dwell  on  Earth  again. 

Psalm  LXVIII.  Third  Part.  19,   9,  ic,  2T,  %i  . 

Praifefor  Temporal  BleJJings  :   or,  Common  and  fpe- 

cial  Mcrcks. 

1  \  T  7E  blefs  the  Lord,  the  jult,  the  good, 

V  V    Who  fills  our  Hearts  with  Joy  and  Food  ; 
Who  pours  his  JBleffings  from  the  Skies, 
And  loads  our  Days  with  rich  Supplies. 

2  He  fends  the  Sun  his  Circuit  round, 

To  chear  the  Fruits,   to  warm  the  Ground  : 
He  bids  the  Clouds,  with  plenteous  Rain, 
Rcfreih  the  thirlty  Earth  again. 

3  'Tis  to  his  Care  we  owe  our  Breath, 
Aj?d  aU  our  near  Efcapes  from  Death  5 
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Safety  and  Health  to  God  belong  ; 

He  heals  the  Weak,  and  guards  the  Strong; 

4  He  makes  the  Saint  and  Sinner  prove 
The  common  Bl elfin gs  of  his  Love  -, 
But  the  wide  Difference  that  remains 
Is  endlefs  Joy  or  endlefs  Pains. 

5  The  Lord  that  bruis'd  the  Serpent's  Head, 
On  all  the  Serpent's  Seed  mall  tread, 

The  itubborn  Sinner's  Hope  confouwd, 
And  finite  him  with  a  lading  Wound. 

6  But  his  Right-hand  his  Saints  mall  raife 
From  the  deep  Earth,  or  deeper  Seas  : 
And  bring  them  to  bis  Courts  above, 
There  mall  they  tarte  his  fpecial  Love. 

Psalm  LXIX.  i — 14.     Firft  Part.     Com.   Metre. 
The  Sufferings  of Chrift  for  our  Salvation. 

1  «  QAVE  me,  O  God,  the  fwelling  Floods 

O  "  Break  in  upon  my  Soul  : 
"  I  fink  ;  and  Sorrows  o'er  my  Head 
(i  Like  mighty  Waters  roil. 

2  "  I  cry  till  all  my  Voice  be  gone, 

"  In  Tears  I  wafte  the  Day  ; 
u  My  God,  behold  my  longing  Eyes, 
"  And  fhorten  thy  Delay.. 

3  tc  They  hate  my  Soul  without  a  Caufe, 

"  And  ftill  their  Number  grows  ; 
"  More  than  the  Hairs  around  my  Headr 
u  And  mighty,  are  my  Foes. 

4  M  'Twasthen  I  paid  that  dreadful  Debt 

€c  That  Men  could  never  pay, 
<c  And  gave  thole  Honours  to  thy  Law 
u  Which  Sinners  took  away." 
5  Thus,  in  the  great  Meffiah's  Name, 
The  royal  Prophet  mourns  j 
G  5 
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Thus  he  awakos  our  Hearts  to  Grief, 
Aixl  gives  us  Joy  by  Turns. 

6  i*  Now  (hall  tlie  Saints  rejoice,  and  find 

"  Salvation  in  my  Name, 
*'  For  I  have  borne  their  heavy  Load 
44  Of  Sorrow,  Pain  and  Shame. 

7  "  Grieflike  a  Garment  cloath'd  me  round, 

"  And  Sackloth  was  my  Drefs, 
41  While  I  proeur'd  for  naked  Souls 
"  A  Robe  of  Rkhtcoufnefs. 

8  "  Amongft  my  Brethren  and  the  Jeivs 

44  I  like  a  ft  ranger  fjood, 
"And  bore  their  vile  Reproach,  to  bring 
The  Gentiles  near  to  God. 

9  •*  I  came  in  finful  Mortals  Stead 

"  To  do  my  Father's  Will, 
"  Yet  when  I  cleans'd  my  Father's  Hcufe, 
44  They  fcandaliz'd  my  Zeal. 

10  €i  My  Fading  and  my  holy  Groans 

u  Were  made  the  Drunkard's  Song  j 
u  But  God  from  his  celeftial  Throne 
44  Heard  my  complaining  Tongue. 
\\   fi  He  fav'd  me  from  the  dreadful  Dcep^ 
14  Nor  let  my  Soul  bcdrownM  } 
*4  He  rais'd  and  iix'd  my  finking  Feet 
44  On  wei!-citablim\I  Ground. 
12  "  'Twas  in  a  moft  accepted  Hour 
44  My  PrayV  arofe  on  high, 
44  And,  for  my  Sake,  my  God  matt  hear 
u  The  dying  Sinner's  Cry.1' 
Psalm  LXlX.'if—  it,  26,    29,  32.  Second  Tart. 
1  'oiuiiion  Metre. 
The  Paffion  and  Exaltation  c/Chrlk. 
l  y^f  O  W  let  our  Lips  with  holy  Fear 
JLN    And  mournful  Pkafurt  fmg, 


PSALM    LXIX. 

The  Sufferings  of  our  great  High-Prieft, 
The  Sorrows  of  our  King. 

2  He  finks  in  Floods  of  deep  Diftrefs  : 

How  high  the  Waters  rife  ! 
While  to  his  heavenly  Father's  Ear 
He  fends  perpetual  Cries. 

3  "  Hear  me,  O  Lord,  and  feve  thy  Son, 

"  Nor  hide  thy  mining  Face  ; 
"  Why  mould  thy  Fav'rite  look  like  one 
"  Forfaken  of  thy  Grace  ? 

4  "  With  Rage  they  perfecute  the  Man 

"  That  groans  beneath  thy  Wound, 
u  While  for  a  Sacrifice  I  pour 
<>  My  Life  upon  the  Ground. 

5  st  They  tread  my  Honour  to  the  Duft, 

"  And  laugh  when  I  complain  j 
M  Their  fharp  infulting  Slanders  add 
"  Frefh  Anguifti  to  my  Pain. 

6  *c  All  my  Reproach  is  known  to  Thee, 

"  The  Scandal  and  the  Shame  ; 
ii  Reproach  has  broke  my  bleeding  Heart, 
**'  And  Lies  dehTd  my  Name. 

7  "  I  look'd  for  Pity,  but  in  vain  ; 

"  My  kindred  are  my  Grief; 
"I  afk  my  Friends  for  Comfort  round, 
u  But  meet  with  no  Relief. 

8  "  WTith  Vinegar  they  mock  my  Thirlr, 

u  They  give  me  Gall  for  Food  ; 
"  And  fporting  with  my  dying  Groans, 
'*  They  triumph  in  my  Blood. 

9  u  Shine  in  to  my  diftrcfTed  Sou^ 

"  Let  thy  Companions  fave  ; 
**  And  though  my  Flefh  fink  down  to  Deatfi, 
4<  Redeem  it  from  the  Grave. 
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10  "  I  mall  arife  to  praife  thy  Name, 
**  Shall  reign  in  Worlds  unknown-, 
"  And  thy  Salvation,  O  my  God, 
"  Shall  feat  me  on  thy  Throne." 

Psal  m    LXIX.    'Third  Fart.    Common   Metre. 
Child's  Obedience  and  Death  :    or,    GOD  glorified 

and  Sinners  fa<ved. 
i    YVAther,  I  fing  thy  wondrous  Grace, 
A?     I  blefs  my  Saviour's  Name, 
He  bought  Salvation  for  the  Poor,  9 

And  bore  the  Sinners  Shame. 
4  His  deep  Diftrefs  has  rais'd  us  high, 
His  Duty  and  his  Zeal 
Fuliiird  the  Law  which  Mortals  broke, 
And  finiflTd  all  thy  Will. 
3  His  dying  Groans,  his  living  Songs, 
Shall  better  pleafe  my  God, 
Than  Harp  or  Trumpet's  folemn  Sound, 
Than  Goats  or  Bullocks  Blood. 
4.  This  fhall  his  humble  Followers  fee, 
And  fet  their  Hearts  at  reft  ; 
They  by  his  Death  draw  near  to  Thee, 
And  live  for  ever  bleft. 

5  Let  Heav'n,  and  all  that  dwell  on  high, 

To  God  their  Voices  raife, 
While  Lands  and  Seas  aflift  the  Sky, 
And  join  V  advance  the  Praife. 

6  Zlon  is  thine,  moft  holy  God  ; 

Thy  Son  fhall  blefs  her  Gates  : 
And  Glory  purchas'd  by  his  Blood 
For  thy  own  Ifrel  waits. 
Psalm     LXIX.     Firfl  Part.   Long  Metre. 

ChrilrV  Pajfwn%  and  Sinners  Salvation* 
j  T^EEP  in  our  Hearts  let  us  record 
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The  deeper  Sorrows  of  our  Lord  ; 
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Eehold  !    the  rifmg  Billows  roil, 
To  overwhelm  his  holy  Soul. 

2  In  lens;  Complaints  he  fpends  his  Breath, 
While  Hofts  of  Hell,  and  PowYs  of  Death, 
And  all  the  Sons  of  Malice  join 

To  execute  their  curit  Defign. 

3  Yet,  gracious  God,  thy  Pow'r  and  Love 
Has  made  the  Curie  a  Blefling  prove $ 
Thofe  dreadful  Sun0, rings  of  thy  Son 
Aton'd  for  Sins  which  we  had  done. 

4  The  Pangs  of  our  expiring  Lord 
The  Honours  of  thy  Law  reltor'd  : 
His  Sorrows  made  thy  Juitice  known, 
And  paid  for  Follies  not  his  own. 

5  O  !  for  his  Sake  our  Guilt  forgive, 
And  let  the  mourning  Sinner  live  : 
The  Lord  will  hear  us  in  his  Name, 
Nor  mall  our  Hope  be  turn'd  to  Shame. 

Psalm  LXIX.     7,  &r.     zd  Fart.  Long  Metre*. 

Chrift's  Sufferings  and  Zeal. 
I    5^T^WAS  for  thy  Sake,  eternal  God, 
J[     Thy  Son  fuirain'd  that  heavy  Load 

Of  bafe  Reproach  and  fore  Difgrace, 

And  Shame  dehTd  his  facred  Face.       s 
2,     The  JewSy  his  Brethren  and  his  Kin, 

Abus'd  the  Man  that  check M  their  Sin  : 

While  he  fulfilled  thy  holy  Laws 

They  hate  him,  but  without  a  Caufe. 

3     "  [My  Father  s  Hoi(fe,  faid  he,  *ivas  made 
«  A  Plaeefor  JVbr/bip,  not  for  Trade  5" 
Then  fcattYmg  all  their  Gold  and  Brafs, 
He  fcourg'd  the  Merchants  from  the  Place.] 
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4  [Zeal  for  the  Temple  of  his  God 
ConiumM  his  Life,  exposal  his  Blood  : 
Reproaches  at  tl>y  Glory  thrown 

He  felt,  and  mounfd  them  as  his  own.] 

5  [His  Friends  forfook,  his  Followers  flod, 
While  Foes  and  Arms  furround  his  Head  ; 
They  curfe  him  wiih  a  fland'rous  Tongue, 
And  thefalfe  Judge  maintains  the  Wrong.] 

6  His  Life  they  load  with  hateful  Lies, 
And  charge  his  Lips  with  Blafphemies  : 
They  nail  him  to  the  fhameful  Tree  j 
There  hung  the  Man  that  dy'd  for  me. 

7  [Wretches  with  Hearts  as  hard  as  Stones 
Inlult  his  Piety  and  Groans  ; 

Gail  was  the  Food  they  gave  him  there, 
And  mock'd  his  Thirft  wrth  Vinegar.] 

8  But  God  beheld  j  and  from  his  Throne 
Marks  out  the  Men  that  hate  his  Son  5 
The  Hand  that  rais'd  him  from  the  Dead, 
Shall  pour  the  Vengeance  on  their  Head. 

P  s  a  L  m    LXXI.    5 9.    Fir/}    Part, 

"The  Aged  Saint" s  Reflection  and  Hope. 

1  T\yT^  God,  my  everlaftingHope, 
JLVjL  I  live  upon  thy  Truth  ; 
Thine  Hands  have  held  my  Childhood  up, 
And  ilrengthen'd  all  my  Youth. 
%  My  Flefh  was  fafhion'd  by  thy  Pow'r, 
With  all  thefe  Limbs  of  mine  ; 
And  from  my  Mother's  painful  Hour, 
I've  been  entirely  thine. 
3  Still  has  my  Life  new  Wonders  &en 
Repeated  ev'ry  Year  $ 
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Behold  my  Days  that  yet  remain, 
I  trult  them  to  thy  Care. 

4  Cart  me  not  off  when  Strength  declines* 

When  hoary  Hairs  arife  ; 
And  round  me  let  thy  Glory  fliine, 
Whene'er  thy  Servant  dies. 

5  Then  in  the  HirVry  of  my  Age, 

When  Men  review  my  Day-, 
They'll  read  thy  Love  in  ev  i*y  Page, 
In  evVy  Line  thy  Praife. 

Psalm    LXXI.  15,    14,   16,  23,  22,  24.  2d  Parti. 

Chrift  our  Strength  and  Right  ecu]  n&fs. 

1  TV  /fy  Saviour,  my  Almighty  Friend, 
JLYJLwhen  I  begin  "tin-  Praife, 
Where  will  the  growing  Numbers  end, 

The  Numbers  of  thy  Grace  ? 

2  Thou  art  my  everlaiting  Truft, 

Thy  Goodnef*  I  adore  ! 
And  fince  I  knew  thy  Graces  fiiir, 
I  fpeak  thy  Glories  more. 

3  My  Feet  /hall  travel  all  the  Length 

Of  the  celeftial  Road, 
And  march  with  Courage  in  thy  Strength, 
To  fee  my  Father  God. 

4  When  I  am  filTd  with  lore  Diftrefs 

For  fome  furprizing  Sin, 
ril  plead  thy  perfect  Righteoufnefs, 

And  mention  none  but  Thine. 
<  How  will  my  Lips  rejoice  to  tell 

The  VicVjies  of  my  King  ! 
My  Soul,  redeem'd  from  Sin  and  Hell,  . 

Shall  thy  Salvation  fmg. 
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6  [My  Tongue  (hall  all  the  Day  proclaim* 

My  Saviour  and  my  God, 
His  Death  has  brought  my  Foes  to  Shame, 
And  drownM  them  in  his  Blood. 

7  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  Pow'rs  ; 

With  this  delightful  Song 
111  entertain  the  darkeft  Hours, 
Nor  think  the  Seaibn  long.] 

Psalm  LXXI.    17—21.    Third  Part. 

The  Aged  Cbriftian's  Prayer  and  Song  :  or,  Old  Jge, 
Death,  and  the  Refurredion, 

1  /*^1  OD  of  my  Childhood,  and  my  Youth, 
VJ  The  Guide  of  all  my  Days, 

I  have  declared  t/»y  heav'nly  Truth, 
And  told  thy  wondrous  Ways. 

2  Wilt  thou  forfake  my  hoary  Hairs, 

And  leave  my  Fainting  Heart  ? 
Who  fhall  fuitain  my  finking  Years, 
If  God  my  Strength  depart  ? 

3  Let  me  thy  Fow^*  and  Truth  proclaim 

To  the  furviving  Age, 
And  leave  a  Savour  of  thy  Name 
When  I  fhall  quit  the  Stage. 

4  The  Land  of  Silence  and  of  Death 

Attends  my  next  Remove  5 
O  may  theie  poor  Remains  of  Breath, 
Teach  the  wide  World  thy  Love  X 

Pause. 

5  Thy  Righteoufnefs  is  deep  and  high, 

Unfearchable  tby  Deeds  : 
Thy  Glory  fpreads  beyond  the  Sky, 
And  all  my  Praife  exceeds, 
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»  Oft  have  I  heard  thy  Threatnings  roar, 
And  oft  endured  the  Grier" : 
But  when  thy  Hand  has  preft  me  fore, 
Thy  Grace  was  my  Relief. 
7  By  long  Experience  have  I  known 
Thy  fovVeign  PowV  to  iave  5 
At  thy  Command  I  venture  down 
Securely  to  the  Grave. 
&  When  I  lye  buried  deep  in  Duft, 
My  Fleih  ihall  be  thy  Care  \ 
Thtle  withering  Limbs  with  Thee  I  truft t 
To  ra:ie  them  rlrong  and  fair. 

Psalm    LXXII.    Firji  Part. 
The  Kingdom  s/Xhrift. 

1   f~^  R  EAT  God,  whofe  univerfal  Sway 

VJF  The  known  and  unknown  Worlds  obey, 

Now  give  the  Kingdom  to  thy  Son, 

Extend  his  PowV,  exalt  his  Throne. 
x     Thy  Sceptre  well  becomes  his  Hands, 

All  Heav'n  l'ubnuts  to  his  Commands  ; 

His  Juftice  mall  avenge  the  Poor, 

And  Pride  and  Rage  prevail  no  more. 
3      With  PowV  he  vindicates  the  Juft, 

And  treads  th'  OpprclTor  in  the  Duft  ; 

His  Worfhi panel  his  Fear  mall  lalt, 

Till  Hours,   and  Years,  and  Time  be  paft, 
4.     As  Rain  on  -Meadows  newly  mown, 

So  Ihall  he  fend  his  Influence  down  ; 

H  s  Grace  on  fainting  Souls  diftils, 

Like  heavVly  Dew  on  thirty  Hills. 
5     The  Heathen  Lands  that  lie  beneath 

The  Shades  of  overlbrcading  Deathj 
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Revive  at  hishrlt  dawning  Light, 
And  Deiarts  bloffom  at  the  Sight. 
6     The  Saints  mall  flourith  in  his  Djv*, 
Dreft  in  the  Robes  of  Joy  and  firaife ; 
Peace,  like  a  River  from  his  Throne, 
Shall  flow  to  Nations  yet  unknown. 

P  s  a  L  M  LXXII.    Second  Pari. 
Chrift's  Kingdom  among  the  Gentiles, 
i    VESUS  fhall  reign  where'er  the  Sun 
Jj    Does  his  fttecemve  Journeys  run  ; 
His  Kingdom  ftretch  from  Shore  to  Shore,1 
Till  Moons  mall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  [Behold  !  the  Ifiands  with  their  Kings, 
And  Europe  her  belt  Tribute  brings  j 
From  North  to  South  the  Princes  meet 
To  pay  their  Homage  at  his  Feet. 

3  There  Perjia,  glorious  to  behold, 
There  India-,  mines  in  Eaftern  Gold  ; 
And  barbarous  Nations  at  his  Word 
Submit,  and  bow,  and  own  their  Lord.] 

4  For  him  fliall  endiefs  Pray'r  be  made, 
And  Praifes  throng  to  crown  his  Head  ; 
His  Name,  like  fweet  Perfume,  mall  rife 
With  eVry  Morning  Sacrifice  5 

5  People  and  Realms  of  evYy  Tongue 
Dwell  on  his  Love  with  iweeteft  Song  ; 
And  Infant- Voices  mall  proclaim 
Their  early  Bicfimgs  on  his  Name. 

6  Bleflings  abound  where'er  he  reigns, 
The  Prisoner  leaps  to  loi'e  his  Chains  5 
The  Weary  find  eternal  Reft, 

And  all  the  Sons  of  Want  are  bleft. 
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7  [Where  he  difphys  his  healing  PowY, 
Death  and  the  Curie  are  known  no  more 3 
In  him  the  Tubes  of  Adam  bcaft 

More  BlefTmgs  than  their  Father  loft, 

8  Let  evYy  Cueatv.re  ri&  and  bring, 
Peculiar  Honours  to  our  King  : 
Angels  defcend  with  Songs  again, 
And  Earth  rej>edt  the  loud  Amen.] 

Psalm    LXXIIL    Firft  Part,    Common  Metre. 

AJfluled  Saints  happy,  and  profperous  Simiers  curffsi, 

1  VTOWTm  comine'd,  the  Lord  is  kind 
JL^i    To  Men  of  Heart  [incere, 

Yet  once  my  Fooliih  Thoughts  repiVd, 
And  bordered  on  Defpair. 

2  I  griev'd  to  fee  the  Wicked  thiive, 

And  fpoke  with  angry  Breath, 
u  How  pleafant  and  profane  they  live  ! 
"  How  peaceful  is  their  Death  ! 

3  <;  With  well-fed  Flefli  and  haughty  Eyes 

u  They  lay  their  Fenn  to  deep  ; 
u  Againft  the  Heav*ns  their  Slanders  rife, 

"  While  Saints  in  Si  knee  weep. 
4.  u  In  vain  I  lift  my  Hands  to  pray, 

"  And  cleanfe  my  Heart  In  vain, 
fi  For  I  am  chaften'd  all  the  Day, 

*'  The  Night  renews  my  Pain. 

5  u  Vet  while  my  Tongue  indulg'u  Complaints, 

t:  I  felt  my  Heart  reprove  j 
«'  Sure  I  (hall  thus  offend  thy  Saints', 
"  An3  grieve  the  Men  1  love." 

6  But  ftill  I  found  my  Doubts  too  hard, 

The  Conliiel  too  fevcre, 
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Till  I  retired  to  fearch  thy  Word, 
And  learn  thy  Secrets  there. 

7  There,  as  in  ibme  prophetic  Glafs, 

I  faw  the  Sinner's  Feet 
High  mounted  on  a  flippYy  Place, 
Befide  a  fiVy  Pit. 

8  I  heard  the  Wretch  profanely  boaft, 

'Till  at  thy  Frown  he  fell  j 
His  Honours  in  a  Dream  were  loft, 
And  he  awakes  in  Hell. 

9  Lord,  what  an  envious  Fool  I  was ! 

How  like  a  thoughtlefs  Beaft  ! 
Thus  to  fufpect  thy  promis'd  Grace, 

And  think  the  Wicked  blelt. 
jo  Yet  I  was  kept  from  full  Defpair, 

Upheld  by  Pow'r  unknown  : 
That  bleiled  Hand,  that  broke  the  Snare, 

Shall  guide  me  to  thy  Throne. 

Psalm  LXXIII.  23—28.  Sec.  Part.  Com.  Metre. 

GOD  our  Portion  here  and  hereafter* 
j    /^  OD,  my  Supporter  and  my  Hope, 
\j  My  Help  forever  near, 
Thine  Arm  of  Mercy  held  me  np 
When  finking  in  Defpair. 

2  Thy  Counfels,  Lord,  mail  guide  my  Feet 

Through  this  dark  Wildernefs  \ 
Thine  Hand  conduct  me  near  thy  Seat, 
To  dwell  before  thy  Face. 

3  Were  I  in  Heav'n  without  my  God, 

'Twould  be  no  Joy  to  me  5 
And  whilit  this  Earth  is  my  Abode, 
I  long  for  none  but  Thee, 
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4  What  if  the  Springs  of  Life  were  broke, 

And  Flefh  and  Heart  fbould  faint! 
God  is  my  Soul's  eternal  Rock, 
The  Strength  of  evVy  Saint, 

5  Behold,  the  Sinners  that  remove 

Far  from  thy  Pre  fence  die  j 
Not  all  the  Idol-Gods  they  love 
Can  lave  them  when  they  cry. 
■6  But  to  draw  near  to  Thee,  my  God, 
Shall  be  my  fweet  Employ  j 
My  Tongue  mail  found  thy  Works  abroad> 
And  tell  the  World  my  Joy. 

Psalm  LXXIII.    22,  3,  6,  17 — 20.  Long  Metre, 
I'be  Profperity  of  Shiners  cur  fed. 

1  '    ORD,  what  a  thoughtlefs  Wretch  was  I, 
JL-i  To  mourn,  and  murmur,  and  repine 
To  fee  the  Wicked  placed  on  High, 

In  Pride  and  Robes  of  Honour  mine  ! 

2  But,  O  their  End*  their  dreadful  End  ! 
Thy  Sanctuary  taught  me  fo  : 

On  flippVy  Rocks  1  fee  them  (land, 
And  fVry  Billows  roll  bclovv. 

3  Now  let  them  boalthow  tall  they  rife, 
I'll  never  envy  them  again  ; 

There  they  may  ftand  with  haughty  Eyes, 
Till  they  plunge  deep  in  endlefs  Pain. 

4.     Their  fancy'd  Joys  how  full:  they  flee  ! 
Juil  like  a  Dream  when  Man  awakes  ; 
Their  Songs  of  fofteft  Harmony 
Are  but  a  Preface  to  their  Plamies. 

o 

£     Now  I  cfteem  their  Mirth  and  Wine, 
Too  dear  to  purchafe  with  my  Blood  \ 
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Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine, 
My  Life,  my  Portion,  and  my  God. 

Psalm   LXXIII.      Short  Metre. 

tfbe  Myftery  of  Providence  unfolded, 

1  Q  U  RE  there's  a  righteous  God, 
O  Nor  is  Religion  vain  ; 

Tho*  Men  of  Vice  may  boaft  aloud, 
And  Men  of  Grace  complaiti. 

2  I  faw  the  Wicked  rife, 

And  felt  my  Heart  repine, 
While  haughty  Fools,  with  fcornful  Eyes, 
In  Robes  of  Honour  mine. 

3  [Pamper'd  with  wanton  Eafe, 

Tlwir  Flefh  looks  full  and  fair, 
Their  Wealth  rolls  in  like  flowing  Seas,. 
And  grows  without  their  Care. 

4.  Free  from  the  Plagues  and  Pains 

That  pious  Souls  endure, 
Thro'  all  their  Life  Oppreflion  reigns, 
And  racks  the  humble  Poor. 

5.  Their  impious  Tongues  blafpheme 

The  everlamng  Goo  : 
Their  Malice  blalfs  the  good  Man's  Name, 
And  fpreads  their  Lies  abroad. 
6  But  I  with  flowing  Tears 

Indulg'd  my  Doubts  to  rife  ; 
u  Is  there  a  God  that  fees  or  hears 
"  The  Things  below  the  Skies  ?"] 
j  The  Tumults  of  my  Thought 
Held  me  in  hard  Sufpenfe, 
Till  to  thy  Houfe  my  Feet  were  brought 
To  learn  thy  Juftice  thence* 
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S  Thy  Word  with  Light  and  Pow'r 

Did  my  Miitakes  amend  j 

I  view'd  the  Sinners  Life  before, 

But  here  I  learnt  their  End. 

9  On  what  a  flippVy  Steep 

The  thoughtlds  Wretches  go  ; 
And  C)  that  dreadful  fi'ry  deep, 
That  waits  their  Fall  below  ! 

10  Lord,  at  thy  Feet  I  bow, 

My  Thoughts  no  more  repine  : 
I  call  my  God  my  Portion  now, 
And  all  my  Pow'rs  are  thine. 

Psalm     LXXIV. 

The  Church  pleading  tvith  GOD  under  fore 
Pcrfecutiw. 
1   \I7  I  L  L  Gob   for  ever  cafr  us  oft  ? 
V  V     His  Wrath  for  everfmoke 
Againft  the  People  of  his  Love, 
His  little  chofen  Flock  ? 

2,   Think  of  the  Tribes  fo  dearly  bought 
With  their  Redeemer's  Blood  $ 
Nor  let  thy  Sion  be  forgot, 
Where  once  thy  Glory  ltood. 

3  Lift  up  thy  Feet,  and  march  in  hafte, 

Aloud  our  Ruin  calls  ; 
See  what  a  wide  and  fearful  Wafte 
Is  made  within  thy  Walls. 

4  Where  once  thy  Churches  pray'd  and  fang, 

Thy  Foes  profanely  roar  ; 
Over  thy  Gates  their  Eftfigns  hang, 
Sad  Tokens  of  their  Pow'r. 

5  How  are  the  Seats  of  Worfliip  broke  1 

They  tear  thy  Buildings  down, 
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And  he,  that  deals  the  heavieft  Stroke, 
Procures  the  chief  Renown. 

6  With  Flames  they  threaten  to  deftroy 

Thy  Children  in  their  Neft  j 
"  Come  let  us  burn  at  once,  they  cry, 

f*  The  Temple  and  tbe  PrieJ}^ 
7  And  ftill  to  heighten  our  Diftrefs, 

Thy  Erefence  is  withdrawn  ; 
Thy  wonted  Signs  of  Pow'r  and  Grace, 

Thy  Pow'r  and  Grace  are  gone. 

8  No  Prophet  fpeaks  to  cairn  our  Woes, 

But  all  the  Seers  mourn  ; 
There's  not  a  Soul  amongft  us  knows 

The  Time  of  thy  Return, 

Pause* 

'9  How  long,  eternal  God,  how  long, 
Shall  Men  of  Pride  blafpheme  ? 
Shall  Saints  be  made  their  endiefs  Song, 
And  bear  immortal  Shame  ? 
to  Canft  thou  for  ever  lit  and  hear 
Thine  holy  Name  profan'd  ? 
And  ftill  thy  Jealoufy  forbear, 
And  ftill  with-hold  thine  Hand  ? 
xi   What  ftrange  Deliverance  haft  thou  fhovfVk 
In  Ages  long  before  ! 
And  now  no  other  God  we  own, 
No  other  God  adore. 
12  Thou  didft  divide  the  raging  Sea 
By  thy  refiftlefs  Might, 
To  make  thy  Tribes  a  wondrous  Way* 
And  then  fecure  their  Flight. 
*3  Is  not  the  World  of  Nature  thine, 
The  Darkncfs  and  the  Day  ? 
4 
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Didit  not  thou  bid  the  Morning  (liinc, 

And  mark  the  Sun  his  Way  ? 
14  Hath  not  thy  Pow'r  foim'd  evYy  Coaft, 

And  fet  the  Earth  its  Bounds, 
With  Summer's  Heat,  and  Winter's  Froft* 

In  their  perpetual  Rounds  ? 

#5  And  mall  the  Sons  of  Earth  and  Dud 
That  facred  PowY  blafphtme  ? 
Will  not  thy  Hand,  that  form'd  them  lir^, 
Avenge  thine  injurd  Name  ? 
16  Think  on  the  Covenant  thou  kaft  made» 
Aad  all  thy  Words  of  Love  } 
Nor  let  the  Birds  of  Prey  invade 
And  vex  thy  mourning  Dove. 
iy  Our  Foes  would  triumph  in  our  BIockJj 
And  make  our  Hope  their  Jeft  ; 
Plead  thy  own  Caufe,  Almighty  God, 
Aad  give  thy  Children  Reft. 

Psalm     LXXV. 
Power  and  Government  from  GOD  alone* 

Apply'd  to  the  glorious  Revolution  by  King 
William,  or  the  happy  AccetiWi  of  King 
George  to  the  Throne. 

x  np  O  Thee,  moft  Holy  and  mod  High, 

X       To  Thee  we  bring  our  thankful  Praife  ; 
Thy  Works  declare  thy  Name  is  nigh, 
Thy  Works  of  Wonder  and  of  Grace. 

*     Britain  was  doom'd  to  be  a  Slave, 

Her  Frame  diffolv'd  ;   her  Fears  were  great  5 
When  God  a  new  Supporter  gave, 
To  ben:  the  Piilar*  of  the  State. 

H 
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3  He  from  thy  Hand  received  his  Crown, 
And  fware  to  rule  by  wholefanve  Laws  ; 
His  Foot  fhcll  tread  th1  Oppiviibr  down, 
His  Arm  defend  the  righteous  CamV. 

4  Let  haughty  Sinners  fink  then:  P]  i  ie, 
Nor  lift  io  high  th$iy  fcordful  Head  ; 
JBut  lay  their  fco.iih  Thoughts  afwfe, 
.And  own  the  King  that  God  hath  made. 

5  Such  Honours  never  come  by  chance, 
Nor  do  the  Winds  Promotion  blow  $ 
"'Tis  God  the  Judge  doth  one  advance, 
'TisGod,  that  lays  another  low. 

5     No  vain  Pretence  to  royal  Bii-th 
"Shall  fix  a  Tyrant  on  the  Throne  ; 
God,  the  great  SovVeign  of  the  Earth, 
Will  rife,  and  make  his  Juilice  known, 

7  [His  Hand  holds  out  the  dreadful  Cup, 

Of  Vengeance  nnVd  with  various  Plagues,    - 
To  make  the  Wicked  drink  them  up, 
Wring  out,  and  tafte  "the  bitter  Dregs. 

8  Now  fhall  the  Lord  exalt  the  Jufr, 
And  while  he  tramples  on  the  Proud, 
And  lays  their  Glory  in  the  Dull, 
My  Lips  fhall  fing  his  Praiie  aloud.] 

Psalm     LXXVI. 

li\?xt\  fa-ved,  and  the  Affyrians  deftroyed  i  or,  GOD's 
Vengeance  againfi    his  Enemies  proceeds  from   lis 
Church, 
i    1  N  Judah  God  of  old  was  known, 
A    His  Name  in  Ifrel  great ; 
In  Salem  flood  his  holy  Throne, 
And  Sum  was  his  Seat. 
2     Among  the  Praifes  of  his  Saints, 
His  Dwelling  there  he  chofe  j 
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reiv'd  their  juft  Complaint?, 
ainft  their  haughty  Fees. 

3  From  Z/W  went  his  dreadful  Wordj 

And  broke  the  threatning  Spear, 
The  Bow,  the  Arrows,  and  the  Sword, 
And  crufli'd  th/  Aflyrian  War. 

4  What  are  the  Earths  wide  Kingdoms  dfe, 

But  mighty  Hills  of  Prey  ? 
The  Hill  on  which  Jehovah  dwells 
Is  glorious  more  than  they. 

5  Twas  Zions  King  that  ftopp'd  the  Breath 

Of  Captains  and  their  Bands  : 
The  Men  of  Might  fiept  faft  in  Death, 
And  never  found  their  Hands. 

6  At  thy  Rebuke,  O  Jacob's  God, 

Both  Horfe  ami  Chariot  fell  : 
Who  knows  the  Terrors  of  thy  Rod  ? 
Thy  Vengeance  who  can  tell  ? 

7  What  Pow'r  can  (rand  before  thy  Sight, 

Wheu  once  thy  Wrath  appears  ? 
When  Heav'n  mines  round  with  dreadful  Light 
The  Earth  lyes  ftiil  and  fears. 

$  When  God,  in  his  own  fov'reign  Ways, 
Comes  down  to  lave  th1  Oppr^tt, 
The  Wrath  of  M&n  (hall  work  his  Praife, 
And  he'll  ^elb'ain  the  reft. 
9  [Vow  to  the  Lord,  and  Tribute  brin"g, 
Ye Princes  fear  his  Frown  : 
His  Terrors  (hake  'he  proudeft  King, 
And  cut  an  Army  down. 
io  The  Thunder  of  his  (harp  Rebuke  " 
Our  haughty  Foes  (hall  feci  ; 
For  JncoFs  God  hath  not  fyrlbok, 
But  dwells  i&Zion  it:!i.] 
H  z 
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Psalm     LXXVIL     Fir/?  Pari. 
Melancholy  a/faulting ,  and  Hope  prevailing, 

1  f  i  ^O  God  I  cry W  with  mournful  Voice, 

jL       I  fought  his  gracious  Ear, 
In  the  fad  Day  when  Troubles  rofe, 
And  fiird  the  Night  with  Fear. 

2  Sad  were  my  Days,  and  dark  my  Nights, 

My   Soul  refus'd  Relief  ; 
I  thought  on  God,  the  Juft  and  Wife, 
But  Thoughts  increased  my  Grief. 

3  Still  I  complain" d,  and  (till  opprefr, 

My  Heart  began  to  break  ; 
My  God,  thy  Wrath  forbad  my  Reft* 
And  kept  my  Eyes  awake. 

4  My  overwhelming  Sorrows  grew, 

'Till  I  could  fpeak  no  more  ; 
Then  I  within  myfelf  withdrew, 
And  caird  thy  Judgments  o'er. 

5  I  caird  back  Years  and  ancient  Times 

When  I  beheld  thy  Face  ; 
My  Spirit  fearclVd  for  fecret  Crimes, 
That  might  with-hold  thy  Grace. 

6  I  calPd  thy  Mercies  to  my  Mind, 

Which  I  enjoy'd  before  ; 
And  will  the  Lord  no  more  be  kind  ? 
His  Face  appear  no  more  ? 

7  Will  he  for  ever  call  me  off  ? 

His  Promife  ever  fail  ? 
Has  he  forgot  his  tender  Love  ? 
Shall  Anger  ftill  prevail  ? 

8  But  I  forbid  this  hopelefs  Thought, 

This  dark,  defpairing  Frame, 
Reiwembring  what  thy  Hand  hath  wrought  J 
Thy  Hand  is  ftill  the  fame. 
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9  111  think  again  of  all  thy  Ways, 

And  talk  thy  Wonders  o'er, 
Thy  Wonders  of  recovYing  Grace, 
When  Flefh  could  hope  no  more. 

10  Grace  dwells  with  Juitice  on  the  Throne  j 

A  nd  Men,  that  love  thy  Word, 
Have  in  t'iy  Sanctuary  known 
The  Couniels  of  the  Lord. 


H 


Psalm    LXXVII.     Second  Part. 
Comfort  derived  from  antient  Providence :  or,  lira* 
delivered  from  Egypt,  and  brought  to  Canaan. 
O  VV  awful  is  thy  chaff ning  Rod  ? 
(May  thy  own  Children  lay) 
"  The  Great,  the  Wile,  the  dreadful  God  ! 

"  How  holy  is  his  Way  r 
I'll  meditate  his  Works  of  old  \ 

The  King  that  reigns  above, 
Iil  hear  his  ancient  Wonders  told, 

And  learn  to  truft  his  Love. 
Long  did  the  Houfe  of  Jofeph  lie 

With  Egvpfs  Yoke  oppreft  ; 
Long  he  deiay\l  to  hear  their  Cry  j 

Nor  gave  his  People  Reft. 
The  Sons  of  good  old  Jacob  feem'd 

Abandon*d  to  their  foes  5 
But  his  Almighty  Arm  redeemed 

The  Nation  that  he  ch  jfe. 
7/rV/his  People  and  his  Sheep 

Muft  follow  where  he  calls  ; 
He  bids  them  venture  thro'  the  Deep, 

And  makes  the  Waves  their  Walls. 
The  Waters  faw  Thee,   mighty  Goo, 

The  Waters  faw  Thee  come  j 
H  3 
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Backward  they  fled,  and  frighted  flood, 
To  make  thine  Armies  Rooro^ 

7  Strange  was  thy  Journey  through  the  St3, 

Thy  Footiteps,  Lord,  unknown  j 

Terrors  attend  the  wondrous  Way, 

That  brings  thy  Mercies  down.    . 

8  [Thy  Voice,  with  Terror  in  the  Sound, 

Thro'  Cloyds  and  Darknefs  broke  j 
AIlHeav'n  in  Lightning  fhone  around, 

And  Earth  with  Thunder  fhgok. 
*  Thine  Arrows  thro"  the  Skies  were  hurl'd, 

How  glorious  is  the  Lord  ! 
Surprize  and  Trembling  feiz'd  the  World, 

And  his  own  Saints  ador'd. 
*o  K*  gave  them  Water  from  the  Rock  ; 

And  fafe  i>y  Mofes"  Hand 
Thro*  a  dry  Defart  led  his  Flock 

Home  to  theproiruYd  Land.] 

Psalm    LXXVIII.     fWfi  Fart. 

Providences  of  GOD  recorded :  or,  Pious  Education 

and  InfiruBkn  of  Children. 
x    T     ET  Children  hear  the  mighty  Deeds, 
1    j     Which  God  performed  of  old  ; 
Which  in  our  younger  Years  we  faw, 
And  which  bur  Fathers  told. 

2  He  bids  us  make  his  Glories  known  ; 

His  Works  of  Pow'r  and  Grace  ; 
And  well  convey  his  Wonders  down, 
Through  ev'ry  rifmg  Race. 

3  Our  Lips  mall  tell  them  to  our  Sons, 

And  they  again  to  theirs, 
That  Generations  yet  unborn 
May  teach  them"  to  their  W 
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4.  Thus  mall  they  learn  in  God  alone 
Their  Hope  ic.uivh  tlz:. 
That  they  may  ne'er  forget  his  Wot&, 

Butpraeiiie  his  Commands. 

Psalm    LXXVIIT.    Second  Pa 

I/helV  Rebellion  and  Punijbfnent  i  or,   The  Sifts  OBd 

jjtijcvitnts  of  GOD":  Prjpie* 
1  ^\  What  a  fr iff  rebellious  HeuJ£ 
\^/  Was  Jacobs  ancient  Race  ! 
Faife  to  their  own  moft  foltmn  Vows, 
And  to  their  Ma  kefs  Grace. 
1  They  broke  the  Covenant  of  bis  Lovr, 
And  did  his  Laws  defpife, 
Forgot  the  Works  he  wrought  to  prove 
His  Pow'r  before  their  Eyes. 

3  They  faw  the  Plagues  on  Egypt  light, 

From  his  revenging  Hand  : 
What  dreadful  Tokens  of  his  Might 
Spread  o'er  the  ftubborn  Land  I 

4  They  faw  him  cleave  the  mighty  Sea, 

And  marcfTd  in  Safety  through. 
With  wafry  Wad's  tc  guard  their  Way, 
vTi!lfJiey  had  Ycap'd  the  F©e. 

5  A  wondrous  Pillar  marked  the  Road, 

Composed  of  Shade  and  Light  ; 
By  Day  it  prev'd  a  fheltYing  Cloud, 
A  leading  Fire  by  Nij 

6  He  from  the  Reck  their  Third  fiipply'd  ; 

The  guifeing  W  .iters  fell, 
And  ran  in  Rivers  by  their  Side, 
A  coui^ant  Miracle, 

7  Yer  they  provoked  the  Lord  mod  High, 

And  dir'd  diltruft  his  Hand  : 

H  4. 
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-t   (t  Can  be  nvith  Bread  our  Hoft  fupply 

11  Amidfttkh  Det art  Land?" 
8    The  Lord  with  Indignation  heard, 

And  caused  his  Wrath  to  flame  j 
His  Terrors  ever  ftand  prepard 

To  vindicate  his  Name. 

Psalm  LXXVIII.    Third  Pa*t. 

The  Vunijlmient  cf  Luxury  and  Intemperance :    or, 

Chaftifement  and  Salvation. 

i   \X  7  H  E  N  l/rel  fins,  the  Lord  reproves, 
V  V     And  fills  their  Hearts  with  Dread  5 
Yet  he  forgives  the  Men  he  loves, 
And  fends  them  heav'nly  Bread. 
%  He  fc<i  them  with  a  lib'ral  Hand, 
And  made  his  Treafures  known  ; 
He  gave  the  Midnight-Clouds  Command 
To  pour  Provificn  down. 

%  The  Manna,  like  a  Morning  ShowV, 
Lay  thick  around  their  Feet  5 
The  Corn  ofHeav'n,  fo  light,  fo  pure, 
As  tho'  'twere  Angels  Meat. 
4,  But  they  in  murrn'ring  Language  faid, 
11  Manna  is  all  our  Feaft; 
(t  We  loathe  this  light,  this  airy  Bread  $ 
"  We  mud  have  Fle/h  to  tafte." 

5  "  Ye  jh  all  have  Fiejh  to  pleafe  your  Lujl," 

J  he  Lord  in  Wrath  reply\l  j 
And  fent  them  Quails  like  Sand  orDuft, 
Heap'd  up  from  Side  to  Side, 

6  He  gave  them  all  their  own  Ddlre  j 

And  greedy  as  they  fed, 
His  Vengeance  burnt  with  fecret  Fiic, 
And  l;iiu^  the  Rebels  dead, 
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7  When  fome  were  (lain,  the  reft  return \l, 
And  fought  the  Lord  with  Tears  ; 
Under  the  Rod  they  fear'd  and  mouin'd, 
But  foon  forgot  their  Fears. 
%  Oft  he  cbaftis'd  and  ftill  forgave, 
'Till  by  his  gracious  Hand 
The  Nation  he  reiblv'd  to  fave, 
PofTeis'dthepromis'd  Land. 

Psalm    LXXVIII.     32,  &c.  Fourth  Part. 

Back/liding  and  Forgieve?7efs  :    or,  Sin  f unified  an4 
Saints  fa-ved. 

1  /^  RE  AT  God,  how  oft  did  Jjrel prove 
V_X     By  turns  thine  Anger  and  thy  Love  ! 
There  in  a  Glafs  our  Hearts  may  fee 

How  fickle  and  how  fal.'e  they  be. 

2  How  loon  the  faith lefs  Jews  forgot 

The  dreadful  VVonders  God  had  wrought  ! 
Then  they  provoke  him  to  his  Face, 
Nor  fear  his  Pow'r,  nor  truft  his  Grace. 

3  The  Lord  confum'd  their  Years  in  Pain, 
And  made  their  Travels  long  and  vain ; 

A  tedious  March,   through  unknown  Ways, 
Wore  out  their  Strength  and  fpent  their  Days. 

4  Oft,  when  they  faw  their  Brethren  flam, 
They  mourn'd  and  fought  the  Lord  again  j 
Caird  him  the  Rock  of  their  Abode, 
Their  high  Redeemer  and  their  God. 

5  Their  PrayVs  and  Vows  before  him  rife 
As  flatt'ring  Words  or  folemn  Lies, 
While  their  rebellious  Tempers  prove 
Falfe  to  his  Covenant  and  his  Love. 

6  Yet  did  his  fov'reign  Grace  forgive 
The  Men  who  not  defeiv'd  to  live  j 

"  s 
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His  Anger  oft  away  he  turned, 

Or  elle  wi«h  gentle  Flame  k  burn'd. 
7  He  faw  their  Flefh  was  weak  and  frail, 

Hi  faw  Temptations  (lill  prevail  : 

The  God  of  Abraham  loVd  them  ftiil, 

And  led  them  to  his  holy  Hill. 

PSALM      LXXX. 

7'he  Churches  Prayer  under  Affliction  :  or,  the  Vine- 
.  yard  of  G  0  D  nvafiecl. 

REAT  Shepherd  of  thine  Ifrael, 
3  Who  didft  between  the  Cherubs  dwell, 
And  led  the  Tribes,  thy  chofen  Sheep, 
Safe  through  the  Defart  and  the  Deep. 

2  Thy  Church  is  in  the  Defart  now, 
Shine  from  on  high  and  guide  us  thro'  j 
Turn  us  to  Thee,  thy  Love  reftorc, 
We  mall  be  fav\l  and  %h  no  more. 

3  Great  God,  whom  heavmly  Hofts  obey, 
Plow  long  (hall  we  lament  and  prsy, 
And  wait  in  vain  thv  kind  Return  ? 
How  long  mail  thy  fierce  Anger  burn  ? 

4  Inftead  of  Wine  and  chearful  Bread, 
Thy  faints  with  their  own  Tears  are  fed  ; 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  Love  reftore, 

We  mail  be  fiv\l  and  iigh  no  more. 
Pause.     I. 

5  Haft  thou  not  planted  with  thy  Hands 
A  lovely  Vine  in  Heathen  Lands  ? 
Did  not  thy  PowY  defend  it  round, 
And  heav  nly  Dews  enrich  the  Ground  ? 

6  How  did  the  fpreading  branches  moot, 
And  blefs  the  Nations  with  th*  Fruit  * 
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But  now,  dear  Lord,  look  down  and  fee 
Thy  mourning  Vine,  that  lovely  Tree. 
y  Why  is  its  Beauty  thus  defaced  ? 
Why  had  thou  laid  her  Fences  wafte  ? 
Strangers  and  Foes  againft  her  join, 
And  evYy  Bealt  devours  the  Vine. 

8  Return,  Almighty  God,  return  \ 
Nor  let  thy  bleeding  Vineyard  mourn  : 
Turn  us  to 'thee,  thy  Love,  reftore, 
We  mall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more. ' 

P    A    U    5    E      II. 

9  Lord,  when  this  Vine  in  Canaan  grew, 
Thou  wait  its  Strength  and  Glory  too  ! 
Attacked  in  vain  by  all  its  Foes, 

"Till  the  Fair  Branch  of  Prcmife  role. 
10  Fnir  Branch,  ordain 'd  of  old  to  lhoot 

From  Da<vuf$  Stock,  from  Jacob's  Root  $ 

Himfelf  a  noble  Vine,  and  we 

The  leOer  Branches  of  the  Tree. 
El   "Tis  thy  own  Son  ;   and  he  mall  Itand, 

Girt  with  thy  Strength,  at  thy  Right-hand  ; 

Thy  Firft-bom  Son,  adorn' J  atod£>left 

With  Pow'r  and  Grace  above  the  reir. 

1  2  O  !   for  his  Sake  attend  our  Cry, 
Shine  dti  thy  Churches,  left  they  die  5 
Turn  us  to  Thee,  thy  Love  reftore, 
mall  be  favV,,  and  figh  no  more. 
Psalm    LXXXI.   i,  8 — 16. 
H  s  of  GOD  to  his  fepphi  or,  fyirjtttal 

filejjwgs  and  Punijbments* 
i    Q  I  N  G  .0  -the  Lord  aloud, 
O  And  make  a  chearful  Noife  : 

D  is  our  Strength,  our  Saviour  Gop; 
I       f  -.1 


*y*  T  SALM    LXXXIL 

2  l!  From  vile  Idolatry 

li  Prefcrve  my  Worfhip  clean  : 
"  I  am  the  Lord  who  fet  thee  free 
"  From  Slavery  and  Sin. 

3  "  Stretch  thy  Defires  abroad, 

"  And  I'll  fupply  them  well  : 
u  But  if  ye  will  refufe  your  God, 

"  If  Ifrel  will  rebel ; 
4.  "  Til  leave  them,  faith  the  Lord, 

"  To  their  own  Lufts  a  Prey, 
Ci  And  let  them  run  the  dangVous  Road, 

"  'Tis  their  own  chofen  Way. 
5  "  Yet  O  !  that  all  my  Saints 

"  Would  hearken  to  my  Voice  ! 
"  Soon  I  would  eafe  their  fore  Complain  Is, 

<;  And  bid  their  Hearts  rejoice. 

While  I  deftroyM  their  Foes, 

I'd  richly  feed  my  Flock, 
And  they  mould  tafre  the  Stream  that  flows 
u  From  their  eternal  Rock." 

PSALM    LXXXII. 

GOD  the fupr erne  Governor  :  or  Magijirates  nxarned. 

j      A  M  O  N  G  th'  Afl'emblies  of  the  Great, 
jt\   A  greater  Ruler  takes  his  Seat  j 
The  God  of  Heav'n,  as  Judge  furveys 
Thofe  Gods  on  Earth  and  all  their  Ways. 

2  Why  will  you  then  frame  wicked  Laws  ? 
Or  why  fupport  th'  unrighteous  Caufe  ? 
When  will  ye  once  defend  the  Poor, 
That  Sinners  vex  the  Saints  no  more  ? 

3  They  know  not,  -Lord,  nor  will  they  know  ; 
Park  are  the  Ways  in  whi#h  ihey  go  $ 


ti 
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Their  Name  of  earthly  Gods  is  vain, 
For  they  (hall  fall  and  die  like  Men. 
Arife,  O  Lord,  and  let  thy  Son 
PoiTefs  his  univerfal  Throne, 
And  rule  the  Nations  with  his  Rod  ; 
He  is  our  Judge,  and  He  our  God. 


a 


PSALM    LXXXIII. 

A  Complaint  again/}  Perfeattors. 

N  D  will  the  God  of  Grace 
Perpetual  Silence  keep  ? 


The  God  of  Juftice  hold  his  Peace, 
And  let  his  Vengeance  deep  ? 

Behold  what  curfed  Snares 
The  Men  of  Miichief  fpread  : 

The  Men,  that  hate  thy  Saints  and  Thee, 
Lift  up  their  threatning  Head. 

Againft  thy  hidden  Ones 

Their  Counfels  they  employ, 
^.nd  Malice  with  her  watchful  Eye, 

Purfues  them  to  deftioy. 

The  Noble  and  the  Bafe 

Into  thy  Paftures  leap  : 
The  Lion  and  the  ftupid  Afs 

Confpire  to  vex  thy  Sheep. 

"  Come,  let  us  join,  they  cry, 

11  To  root  them  from  the  Ground, 

"  Till  not  the  Name  of  Saints  remain, 
"  Nor  MemYy  mall  be  found. * 

Awake,  Almighty  God, 

And  call  thy  Wrath  to  mind  j 

Give  them  like  Forcfts  to  the  Fire, 
Or  Stubble  to  the  Wiad, 
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7  Convince  their  Madnefs,  Lord, 

And  make  them  Leek  thy  Name  : 
Or  elie  their  itubboin  Race  com'ound, 
That  they  may  die  in  Shame. 

8  Then  (hall  the  Nations  know 

That  glorious  dreivSv.l  Word, 
Jehovah  is  thy  Name  alone, 
And  thou  the  Sov 'reign  Lord. 

P  s   a  *   M  L#XXIV.     Firft  Part.     Long  Metre, 
The  Phafure  of  Pliblick  JVo;-Jhip.    ■ 

1  TJOW  pleafant,  how  divinely  fair, 
jl"l    O  Lord  ot  Hofls,  thy  Dwellings  arc  ! 
With  long  Defire  my  Spirit  faints 

To  meet  th'AfTemblies  of'  thy  Saints. 

2  My  Flefn  would  reft  in  thine  Abode, 
My  panting  Heart  cries  out  for  God  ; 
My  Gcd  !   my  King  !   why  mould  1  be 
So  far  from  all  my  Joys  and  Thee  ? 

3  The  Sparrow  chufes  where  to  reft, 
And  for  her  Young  provides  her  Ne.ft; 
But  will  my  God  to  Sparrows  grant 
That  Pleafure,  which  his  Children  warn  ? 

4  Bleft  are  the  Saints  who  fit  on  high, 
Around  thy  Throne  of  Majefty  ; 
Thy  brighieft  Glories  fnine  above, 
And  all  their  Work  is  Praile  and  Love. 

5  Bleft  are  the  Souls  that  find  a  Place 
Within  the  Temple  of  th\  Grace ; 
There  they-behold  thy  gentler  Rays. 
And  feek  thy  Face,   and  learn  thy  praik. 

6  Bleft  are  the  Men  whofe  Hearts  are  fet 
To  find  the  Way  to  Zions  Gate  j 

God  is  their  Strength;    e-nd  through  the  Road, 
They  lean  upon  their  Helper,  God. 
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7  Chearful  they  walk  with  growing  Strength, 
'Till  all  (hall  meet  in  Heav'n  at  length, 
'Till  all  before  thy  Face  appear, 
And  join  in  nobler  Worihip  there. 

P  s  a  L  m   LXXXIV.     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 

GOD  and  his  Church  :   or  Grace  and  Glcrj. 

i   pREAT  God,  attend  while  Zicu  lings 
VJT  The  Joy  that  from  thv  Prefence  fprir.gs : 
To  fpend  one.  Day  with  Thee  on  Earth, 
Exceeds  a  thoufand  Days  of  Mirth. 

2  Might  I  enjoy  the  meaneft  Place 
Within  thy  Houie,   O  God  of  Grace, 

Not  Tents  of  Eafe,  nor  Thrones  of  PowY, 
Should  tempt  my  Feet  to  leave  thy  Door. 

3  God  is  our  Sun,    he  makes  our  Day  ; 
God  is  our  Shie!J,  he  guards  our  Way 
From  all  th'  Afiaults  of  Hell  and  Sin, 
From  Foes  without,  and  Foes  within. 

4  All  needful  Grace  will  God  bellow, 
And  crown  that  Grace  with  Glory  too  ! 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  with-holds 
No  real  Good  from  upright  Souls. 

5  O  God,  our  King,  whofe  fov 'reign  Sway 
The  glorious  Hods  of  Heaven  obey. 
And  Devils  at  thy  Prefence  flee, 

Bleft  is  the  Man  that  trulls  in  Thee. 

P  s  a  L  m  LXXXIV.     i,  4,  2,  3,   10. 

Paraphras'd  in  Common  Metre. 

Dcfight  in  Ordinances  qf  Wcrfbip  1  or,   GOD  prrfenf 

in  his  Churches. 
1    TV  jTY  Soul,  how  lovely  is  the  Place 
JLVJL  To  which  thy  God  rcfoits ! 
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'Tis  Heav'n  to  fee  his  nulling  Face, 
Tho*  in  his  earthly  Courts. 

2  There  the  great  Monarch  of  the  Skies 

His  favingPowY  difplays, 
And  Light  breaks  in  upon  our  Eyes, 
With  kind  and  quickening  Rays. 

3  With  his  rich  Gifts  the  heav'nlv  Dove, 

Defcends  and  fills  the  Place, 
While  Chrifl  reveals  his  won  d  You  s  Love, 
And  fheds  abroad  his  Grace. 

4  There,  mighty  Go D,  thy  Works  declare 

The  Secrets  of  thy  Will, 
And  ftill  we  feek  thy  Mercy  there, 

And  fing  thy  Praifes  ftill. 

Pause. 
5  My  Heart  and  Flefh  cry  out  for  Thee, 

While  far  from  thine  Abode ; 
When  fliall  I  tread  thy  Courts,  and  fee 

My  Saviour  and  my  God  ? 

6  The  Sparrow  builds  herfelf  a  Neft, 

And  fufFers  no  Remove  j 
O  make  me,  like  the  Spairows  bleft, 
To  dwell  but  where  I  love  ! 

7  To  fit  one  Day  beneath  thine  Eye, 

And  hear  thy  gracious  Voice, 
Exceeds  a  whole  Eternity 

EmployYl  in  carnal  Joys. 
%  Lord,  at  thy  Thre/hold  I  would  wait,, 

While  Jefus  is  within, 
Rather  than  fill  a  Throne  of  State, 

Or  live  in  Tents  of  Sin. 
^  Could  I  command  the  fpacious  Land, 

And  the  more  boundlefs  Sea, 
For  one  bleft  Hour  at  thy  Right-hand 

I'd  give  them  both  away. 


PSALM     LXXXIV.  i*x 

Psal  m    LXXXIV.     As  the  14.8/i  Pfalm. 
Longing  for  the  Honfe  of  G  O  D. 
•1    T     ORD  of  the  Worlds  above, 
I    J  How  plealant  an  J  how  fair 
The  Dwellings  of  thy  Love, 
Thy  earth!)'  Temples  are  ! 
To  thine  Abode 
My  Heart  afpires, 
With  warm  Defires, 
To  fee  my  God. 
a  The  Spajrow  for  her  Young, 
With  Pleafure  fceks  a  Neft, 
And  wandring  Swallows  long 
To  End  their  wonted  Reft  : 
My  Spirit  faints, 
With  equal  Zeal, 
To  rife  and  dwell 
Among  thy  Saints. 

3  O  happy  Souls  that  pray, 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear! 
O  happy  Men  that  pay 
There  conltant  Service  there  ! 

They  praife  Thee  dill  5 
And  happy  they 
That  love  the  Way 
To  Z ion's  Hill  ! 

4  They  go  from  Strength  to  Strength, 
Thro"1  this  dark  Vale  of  Tears, 
'Till  each  arrives  at  length, 

'Till  each  at  Heav'n  appears. 
O  glorious  Seat, 
When  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring 
Our  willing  Feet ! 
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Pause. 
5  To  fpend  one  facrcd  Day, 

Where  God  and  Saints  abide, 

Affords  diviner  Joy 

Th^n  Thouiand  Days  befide  : 

Where  God  reforts, 

I  iove  it  more 

To  keep  the  Door 

Than  iliine  in  Courts. 
S  God  is  our  Sun  and  Shield, 
Our  Light  and  our  Defence  ; 
With  Gifts  his  Hands  are  rilPd, 
We  draw  our  Blejlings  thence  j 

He  iliall  beftow 

On  Jacob's  Race 

Peculiar  Grace 

And  Glory  too. 
7  The  Lord  his  People  loves  ; 
His  Hand  no  Good  with- holds 
From  thofe  his  Heart  approves, 
From  pure  and  pious  Souls  j 

Thrice  happy  he, 

O  God  of  Hefts, 

Whole  Spirit  trufts 

Alone  in  Thee  ! 

Psalm  LXXXV.     i— 8.     Firfl  Part. 
Vaitlng  for  an  Anfi,ver  to  Prayer  :  or,  Deliverance 
begun  and  compleated. 

LO  R  •,  thou  hair  callM  thy  Grace  to  mind, 
Thou   haft  reversal  cur  heavy  Doom  j 
So  God  forgave  when  Ifr'el TiniTd, 
And  brought  his  wandering  Captives  home. 
Thou  haft  begun  to  fet  us  free, 
And  make  thy  fiercer!  Wrath  abate  : 
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Now  left  our  Hearts  be  turn'd  to  Thee, 
And  thy  Salvation  be  compleat. 

3  Revive  our  dying  Graces,  "Lord, 
And  let  thy  Saints  in  Thee  rejoice ; 
Make  known  thy  Truth,  fulfil  thy  Word  3 
We  wait  for  Praife  to  tune  our  Voice. 

4  We  wait  to  hear  what  God  will  fay  4 
Hell  fpealc  and  give  his  People  Peace  : 
But  let  them  run  no  more  affray, 

Left  his  returning  Wrath  increafe. 

Psalm  LXXXV.     9,  &c.  Second  Pari. 

Salvation  by  Chrirf, 
I   OAlvation  is  for  ever  nigh 

£j  The  Souls  that  fear  and  truft  the  Lord  5 

And  Grace  defcending  from  on  High, 

Frefh  Hopes  of  Glory  (hall  afford. 
z  Mercy  and  Truth  on  Earth  are  met, 

Since  Chrift  the  Lord  came  down  from  Heav'n  3 

By  his  Obedience  fo  compleat 

Juftice  is  pleased,  and  Peace  is  given. 

3  Now  Truth  and  Honour  fhall  abound, 
Religion  dwell  on  Earth  again, 

And  hcav'nly  Influence  blels  the  Ground, 
In  our  Redeemer's  gentle  Rei 

4  His  Rightecufnefs  is  gone  before, 
To  give  us  free  Accel's  to  God  j 

Our  wand'ring  Feet  fhall  tlray  no  more, 
But  maik  his  Step*,  and  keep  the  Road. 

Ps  al  m  LXXXVI.     8— iu 


A 


A  general  Song  of  Praife  to  OO  D. 
Mong  the  Princes,  earthly  Gods, 
re's  none  hath  Pov/r  divine  ; 
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Nor  is  their  Nature,  mighty  Lord, 
Nor  are  their  Works  like  thine, 
a  The  Nations  ihcu  halt  made  mall  bring 
Their  OrPrings  round  thy  Throne  : 
For  thou  alone  doft  wondrous  Things, 
For  thou  art  God  alone. 
3  Lord,  I  would  walk  with  holy  Feet : 
Teach  me  thine  heav'nly  Ways, 
And  my  poor  fcatterd  Thoughts  unite 
In  God  my  Father's  Praife. 
4.  Great  is  thy  Mercy,  and  my  Tongue 
Shali  thofe  Tweet  Wonders  tell, 
How  by  thy  Grace  my  finking  Soul 
Rofe  from  the  Deeps  of  Hell. 

Psalm    LXXXVII. 

The  Church  the  Birthplace  of  the  Saints  :  cr  Jews 
and  Ge?iiiics  united  in  the  Chriftian  Church. 

1  /^  O  D  in  his  earthly  Temples  lays 
\J    Foundations  for  his  heav'nly  Praife  : 
He  likes  the  Tents  of  Jacob  well, 

But  ftill  in  Zion  loves  to  dwell. 

2  His  Mercy  vifits  ev'ry  Houfe 

That  pay  their  Night  and  Morning  Vows  ; 
But  makes  a  more  delightful  Stay 
Where  Churches  meet  to  praife  and  pray. 

1  What  Glodes  were  defcrib'd  of  old  ? 
What  Wonders  are  of  Zion  told  ? 
Thou  City  of  our  God  below, 
Thy  Fame  fhall  Tyre  and  Egypt  know. 

4.  Egypt  and  Tyre,  and  Greek  and  Jew, 
Shall  there  begin  their  Lives  anew  : 
Angels  and  Men  fhall  join  to  fing 
The  Hill  where  living  Water;  fpring. 
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5  When  God  makes  up  his  lait  Account 

Of  Native*  in  his  holy  Mount, 

'Twill  be  an  Honour  to  appear 

As  one  new -bora  or  nouriih'd  there  ! 

Psalm     LXXXIX.     Long  Metre. 
'The  Covenant  made  iuitb  Cbrijl :   or,  The  true  David. 
i    "pOR  ever  mall  my  Song  record 

■*■     The  Truth  and  Mercy  of  the  Lord  : 

Mercy  and  Truth  for  ever  farad 

Like  Heav'n,  eftabiim'd  by  his  Hand. 

2  Thus  to  his  Son  he  fware,  and  faid, 

"  Wich  thee  my  Covenant  firft  is  made  j 
"  In  thee  mail  dying  Sinners  live, 
tl  Glory  and  Grace  are  thine  to  give. 

3  "  Be  thou  my  Prophet,  thou  my  Pried  ; 
"  Thy  Children  (hall  be  ever  blett  j 

M  Thou  art  my  chofen  King  :  Thy  Throws 
u  Shall  ftand  eternal  like  my  own. 

4  "  There's  none  of  all  my  Sons  above 
"  So  much  my  Image  of  my  Love  ; 

u  Celeftial  Pow'rs  thy  Subjects  are, 

M  Then  what  can  Earth  to  thee  compare  > 

5  u  David,  my  Servant,  whom  I  chofe, 

t€  To  guard  my  Flock,  to  crufh  my  Foes, 
"  And  raisd  him  to  the  Jeivijh  Throne, 
u  Was  but  a  Shadow  of  my  Son/' 

6  Now  let  the  Church  rejoice  and  fing, 
Jefus  her  Saviour  and  her  King  : 
Angels  his  heav  nly  Wonders  mow, 
And  Saints  declare  his  Works  below. 

Psalm  LXXXIX.    Fir/}  Part.     Common  Mette. 

The  Faithfulnefs  of  GOD. 
I   TV  JfY  never-ceafing  Songs  (hall  (how 
AVJL  The  Mercies  of  the  Lord  j 
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And  make  fucceeding  Ages  know 
How  faithful  is  his  Word. 

2  The  facred  Truths  his  Lips  pronounce 

Shall  firm  as  Heav'n  endure ; 
And  if  he  fpeak  a  Promife  once, 
Th\  eternal  Grace  is  fare. 

3  How  long  the  Race  of  David  held 

The  promis'd  Jenvifi  Throne-! 
But  there's  a  nobler  Cov'nant  feaTd 
To  David's  greater  Son. 

4  His  Seed  for  ever  fhall  porTefs 

A  Throne  above  the  Skies  ; 
The  meaneft  Subject  of  his  Grace 
Shall  to  that  Glory  rife. 

5  Lord  God  of  Holts,  thy  wondrous  Way? 

Are  fung  by  Saints  above  ; 
And  Saints  on  Earth  their  flonours  raife 
To  thy  unchanging  Love. 

Psalm  LXXXIX.     7,  &c.  Second  Part. 

*tbe  Power  and  Majcjly  of  GOD  ;  or,  Reverential 

*  Worjhip. 
l  \T7ITH  RevYence  let  the  Saints  appear 
W        And  bow  before  the  Lord, 
His  high  Commands  with  Reverence  hear, 
And  tremble  at  his  Word. 
2,  How  terrible  thy  Glories  be  ! 

Kow  bright  thine  Armies  (hine  ! 
Where  is  the  Pow'r  that  vies  with  Thee  ? 
Or  Truth  compared  with  thine  ? 
3  The  'Northern  Pole  and  Southern  reft 
On  thy  fupporting  Hand  ; 
Darknefs  and  Day  from  Eaft  to  Weft 
Move  round  at  thy  Command. 
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4.  Thy  Words  the  raging  Wind  controul, 

And  rule  the  boiirerous  Deep  ; 
Thou  mak'ft  the  fleeping  Billows  roll, 

The  rolling  Billows  lieep. 
5  Heav'n,  Earth,   and  Air,   and  Sea  are  thine, 

And  the  dark  World  of  Heii  ; 
flow  did  thine  Arm  in  Vengeance  mine 

When  Egypt  durft  rebel  ! 
Juftice  and  judgment  are  thy  ThVoiie, 

Yet  woadrous  is  thy  Grace, 
While  Truth  and  Juitice  join'd  in  one, 

Invite  us  near  thy  Face. 

Psalm    LXXXIX.      15,    &c.      fyfrd  Part. 
A  Blefed  Go/pel 

I    T)  L  E  S  T  are  the  Souls  that  hear  and  know 
JO     The  Gofpel's  joyful  Sound  ; 
Peace  mall  attend  the  Path  they  go, 
And  Light  their  Steps  furround. 
%  Their  Joy  mall  bear  their  Spirits  tip, 
Thro'  their  Redeemer's  Name  5 
His  Righteoufnefs  exalts  their  Hope, 
Nor  Satan  dares  condemn. 
3  The  Lord  our  Glory  and  Defence 
Strength  and  Salvation  gives  : 
IfreU  thy  King  for  ever  reigns, 
Thy  God  for  ever  lives. 

P  s  a  L  M     LXXXIX.      19,  &c.     Fourth  Part. 
ChriitV   Mediatorial  Kingdom :    or,    His  di-vine  and 

human  Nature. 
1    T|EAK  What  the  Lord  in  Virion  (aid, 
jLJL      And  made  his  Mei  <  y  known  ; 
"  Sinners,  behold,  your  Help  i<  \\\<\ 
11   0«.;-v  Almighty  Son. 
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2  "  Behold  the  Man  my  Wifdoni  chole 

"  Among  your  mortal  Race  : 
iC  His  Head  my  holy  Oil  o'eifiows, 
*'  The  Spirit  of  my  Grace. 

3  "  High  mail  he  reign  on  David's  Throne, 

"   My  People's  belter  King; 
11  My  Arm  mail  beat  his  Rivals  down, 
u  And  (till  new  Subjects  bring. 
4.  "  My  Truth  mall  guard  him  in  his  Way 
"  With  Mercy  by  his  Side, 
u  While  in  my  Name,  thro'  Earth  and  Sea> 
iC  He  mall  in  Triumph  ride. 

5  "  Me  for  his  Father  and  his  God. 

**  He  mall  for  ever  own, 
u  Call  me  his  Rock,   his  high  Abode, 
"  And  I'll  fupport  my  Son. 

6  "  My  firft-born  Son,  array'd  in  Grace, 

"   At  my  Right-hand  mall  fit ; 
u  Beneath  him  Angels  know  their  Place# 
"  And  Monarchs  at  his  Feet. 

7  cC  My  Cov'nant  ftands  for  ever  faft, 

"  My  Promifes  are  ftrong  j 
"  Firm  as  the  Heav'ns  his  Throne  fhall  laft, 
"  His  Seed  endure  as  long." 

Psalm  LXXXIX.     30,  &c     Fifth  Part. 
The  Covenant  of  Grace  unchangeable :   or,   Affliclions 

without  Rejeftion. 
1   «   "VTET  (faith  the  Lord)  if  David's  Race, 
I        "  The  Children  of  my  Son, 
"  Should  break  my  Laws,  abufe  my  Grace, 
"  And  tempt  mine  Anger  down  ; 
4.  "  Their  Sins  I'll  vifit  with  the  Rod, 
"   And  make  their  Folly  imart ; 
3 
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"  But  Til  not  ceafe  to  be  their  GoD, 

"  Nor  from  my  Truth  depart. 
"  My  Covenant  I  will  ne'er  revoke, 

"  But  keep  my  Grace  in  mind  j 
<c  And  what  eternal  Love  hath  fpoke, 

"  Eternal  Truth  (hall  bind. 
"  Once  have  I  fworn,  (I  need  no  more) 

"  And  pledged  my  Holinefs, 
<c  To  feal  the  iacred  Promife  lure 

"  To  David  and  his  Race. 
"  The  Sun  fliall  fee  his  Offspring  rife 

"  And  fpread  from  Sea  to  Sea, 

Long  as  he  travels  round  the  Skies 
To  gi^e  the  Nations  Day. 
r<  Sure  as  the  Moon,  that  rules  the  Night, 

"  His  Kingdom  fhall  endure, 
"  Till  the  nVd  Laws,  of  Shade  and  Light, 
"  Shall  be  obferv'd  no  more.'"' 

Psalm    LXXXIX.     47,  &c.     Sixth   Part. 
Long  Metre. 

Mortality  and  Hope. 
A  Funeral  Pfa'lm. 


a 
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Emember,  Lord,  our  mortal  State, 
How  frail  our  Life  I  how  fliort  the  Date  ! 
Where  is  the  Man  that  draws  his  Breath 
Safe  from  Difeafe,  fecui'e  from  Death  ? 

Lord  while  we  fee  whole  Nations  die, 
Our  Flefh  and  Senfe  repine  and  cry, 
«'  Mu(t  Death  for  ever  rage  and  reign  ? 
<{  Or  haft  thou  made  Mankind  in  vain  ? 

"  Where  is  thy  Promife  to  the  Juft? 
"  Art  not  thy  Servants  tunfd  to  Duft?"* 
I 
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But  Faith  forbids  thefe  mournful  Sighs, 
And  fees  the  ileeping  Dull  arife. 

4  That  glorious  Hour,  that  dreadful  Day 
Wipes  the  Reproach  of  Saints  away, 
And  clears  the  Honour  of  thy  Word  5 
Awake  our  Souls,  and  blefs  the  Lord. 

Psalm    LXXXIX.  47,  &c.    Ufi  Part.    As  the 
n^th  Pfalm. 

Life,  Death,  and  the  Refurreftion. 

1  ^PHINK,  mighty  God,  on  feeble  Man  : 
X     How  few  his  Hours  !  how  fhort  his  Span 
Shore  from  the  Cradle  to  the  Grave : 
Who  can  fecure  his  vital  Breath 
Again  ft  the  bold  Demands  of  Death, 
With  Skill  to  fly,  or  Pow'r  to  fave? 
z  Lord,  (hall  it  be  for  ever  faid, 

"  The  Race  of  Man  was  only  made 

"  For  Sicknefs,  Sorrow,  and  the  Duft  ?" 
Are  not  thy  Servants  day  by  day 
Sent  to  their  Graves,  and  turrTd  to  Clay  ? 
Lord,  where's  thy  Kindnefs  to  the  Juil  ? 
3  Haft  thou  not  promis'd  to  thy  Son, 
And  all  his  Seed  a  heav'nly  Crown  ? 

But  Flefh  and  Senfe  indulge  Defpair  ; 
For  ever  bleflfed  be  the  Lord, 
That  Faith  can  read  his  holy  Ward, 
And  find  a  Refurreclion  there. 

j.  For  ever  blefTed  be  the  Lord, 
Who  gives  his  Saints  a  long  Reward, 

For  all  their  Toil,  Reproach  and  Pain  ; 
Let  all  below  and  all  above, 
Join  to  proclaim  thy  wondrous  Love, 
And  each  repeat  a  loud  Amen. 
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Psalm    XC.     Long  Metre. 

Man  Mortal,  and  GOD   Eternal. 

A  mournful  Song  at  a  Funeral. 

THRO'  ev'ry  Age,  eternal  God, 
Thou  art  our  Kelt,  our  fafe  Abode  : 
High  was  thy  Throne  ere  Heaven  was  made, 
OrEaith  thy  humble  Foot-ftool  laid. 
.  Long  hadft  thou  reign 'd  ere  Time  began, 
Or  Duft  was  fafhionM  to  a  Man  ; 
And  long  thy  Kingdom  mall  endure 
When  Earth  and  Time  fhall  be  no  more. 

;  But  Man,  weak  Man,  is  born  to  die, 

Made  up  of  Guilt  and  Vanity  : 

Thy  dreadful  Sentence,   Lord,  was  juft, 

M  Return,  ye  Sinners,  to  your  Duft" 
4  [A  thoufand  of  our  Years  amount 

Scarce  to  a  Day  in  thine  Account} 

Like  Yerterday's  departed  Light, 

Or  the  laft  Watch  of  ending  Night. 

Pause. 

;  Death,  like  an  overflowing  Stream, 

Sweeps  us  away  5  our  Life's  a  Dream  5 

An  empty  Tale ;   a  Morning  FlowY, 

Cut  down  and  withered  in  an  Hour.] 

[Our  Age  to  fev'nty  Years  is  fet ; 

How  fhort  the  Term  !  how  frail  the  State  ! 

And  if  to  eighty  we  arrive, 

We  rather  figh  and  groan  than  live. 
'  But  O  how  oft  thy  Wrath  appears, 

And  cuts  off  our  expecled  Years  ! 

ThyWrath  awakes  our  humble  Dread  ; 

We  fear  that  Pow>  that  ftrikes  us  dead.] 
I  z 
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8  Teach  ns,  O  Lord,  how  frail  is  Man  t 
And  kindly  lengthen  out  our  Span, 
'Till  a  wife  Care  of  Piety- 
Fit  us  to  die  and  dwell  with  Thee. 

Psalm  XC.  1—5.     Firft  Part.    Common  Metre. 
Man  frail y  and  GOD  eternal. 

1  AURGod,   our  Help  in  Ages  pair, 
\J     Our  Hope  for  Years  to  come, 
Our  Shelter  from  the  ftormy  Blaft, 

And  our  eternal  Home. 

2  'Under  the  Shadow  of  thy  Throne 

Thy  Saints  have  dwelt  fecure  5 
Sufficient  is  thine  Arm  alone, 
And  our  Defence  is  fure. 

3  Before  the  Hills  in  order  flood, 

Or  Earth  receiv'd  her  Frame, 
From  Everlafting  thou  art  Go  D, 
To  endlefs  Years  the  fame. 

4  Thy  Word  commands  our  Fle/h  to  Dufr, 

'  '  R  etu m,  ye  Sons  of  Men : ' ' 
All  Nations  rofe  from  Earth  at  firft, 
And  turn  to  Earth  again. 

5  A  thoufand  Ages  in  thy  Sight 

Are  like  an  Ev'ning  gone  j 
Short  as  the  Watch  that  ends  the  Night 
Before  th.8  riling  Sun. 

$   [The  bufy  Tribes  of  Flefh  and  Blocd, 
With  all  their  Lives  and  Cares, 
Are  carried  downwards  by  th«  Flood, 
And  loft  in  following  Years. 
7  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  Stream> 
Bears  all  his  Sons  away; 
They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  Dream 
Dies  at  tfee  opting  Day. 
3 
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S  Like  flow'ry  Fields  the  Nations  ftand 
PleasM  with  the  Morning  Light  ; 
The  Flow'rs  beneath  the  Mower's  Hand 
Lye  withering  ere  'tis  Night.] 
9  Our  God,-  our  Help  in  Ages  paft, 
Our  Hope  for  Years  to  come, 
Be  thou  our  Guard  while  Troubles  lad, 
And  our  eternal  Home. 

Psalm    XC.      S,   u,  9,   10,   12.     Second  Pari, 
Common  Metre. 

Infirmities  and  Mortality  the  Effect  of  Sin :  or  Lifet 

eld  Age,  and  Preparation  for  Death, 

1  O  R  D,  if  thine  Eyes  furvey  our  Faults, 
Y~j*      And  Juftice  grows  fevere, 

Thy  dreadful  Wrath  exceeds  our  Thoughts, 
And  burns  beyond  cur  Fear. 

2  Thine  Anger  turns  our  Frame  to  Dufl  j 

By  one  Offence  to  Thee, 
Adam,  \Mth  all  his  Sons,  have  loft 
Their  Immortality. 

3  Life,  like  a  vain  Amufemcnt  flies, 

A  Fable,  or  a  Song  : 
By  i\vilt  Degrees  our  Nature  dies, 
Nor  can  our  Joys  be  long. 

4  "Tis  but  a  few  whole  Days  amount 

Tothreefcore  Years  and  ten; 
And  all  beyond  that  fhort  Account 
Is  Sorrow,  Toil,  and  Pain. 

5  [Our  Vitals  with  laborious  Strife 

Bear  up  the  crazy  Load, 
And  drag  thofe  poor  Remains  of  Life 
Along  the  tirdbme  Road.] 
1  3 
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6  Almighty  God,  reveal  thy  Love, 

And  not  thy  Wrath  alone  ; 
O  let  our  fweet  Experience  prove 
The  Mercies  of  thy  Throne  ! 

7  Our  Souls  would  learn  the  heavenly  Art 

T*  improve  the  Hours  we  have, 
That  we  may  act  the  wifer  Pert, 
And  live  beyond  the  Grave. 

Psalm  XC.  Ver.  13,  &c.  Third  Part.  Com.  Metre. 
Breathing  after  Heaven. 

1  O  Eturn,  O  GoDof  Love,  return  5 
jCV     Earth  is  a  tirefome  Place  : 
How  long  /hall  we  thy  Children  mourn 

Our  Abfence  from  thy  Face  ? 

2  Let  Heav  n  fucceed  our  painful  Years, 

Let  Sin  and  Sorrow  ceafe  ; 
And  in  proportion  to  cur  Tears, 
So  make  our  Joys  increafe. 

3  Thy  Wonders  to  thy  Servants  mow, 

Make  thy  own  Work  compleat  ; 
Then  (hall  our  Souls  thy  G'ory  know, 
And  own  thy  Love  is  great. 

4  Then  mall  we  mine  before  thy  Throne 

In  all  thy  Beauty,  Lord  ; 
And  the  poor  Service  we  have  done 
Meet  a  divine  Reward. 

Psalm    XC.     Ver.    5,    10,    iz.     Short  Metre- 

Tbe  Frailty  and  Short nefs  of  Life. 
1    T     ORD,  what  a  feeble  Piece 
JL/     Is  this  our  mortal  Frame  ? 
Our  Life  how  poor  a  Trifle  'tis, 
That  fcarce  deferves  the  Name  ! 
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*  Alas,  the  brittle  Clay 

That  built  our  Body  flrft  ! 
And  ev'ty  Month,  and  cVry  Day, 
*Tis  mouldYing  hack,  to  Duit. 

3  Our  Moments  fly  apace, 

Nor  will  our  Minutes  flay  ; 
Juft  like  a  Flood  our  hafty  Days 
Are  fweeping  us  away. 

4  Well,  if  our  Days  mutt  fly, 

We'll  keep  their  End  in  Sight, 
Well  fpend  them  all  in  Wiidom's  Way, 
And  let  them  fpeed  their  Flight. 

5  They'll  waft  us  lb  oner  o'er 

This  Life's  tempeftuous  Sea  ; 
Soon  we  fhall  reach  the  peaceful  Shor« 
Of  Blcft  Eternity. 

Psalm    XCI.     1—7.     Firf:  Part. 
Sdfeiy  in  publick  Difeofes  a?id  Danger:* 

1  T  Y  E  that  hath  made  his  Refuge  God, 
XjL      Shall  find  a  moil  fecure  Abode  $ 
Shall  walk  all  Day  beneath  his  Shade, 
And  there  at  Night  fhall  reft  his  Head. 

2  Then  will  I  fay,  "  My  Go  D,  thy  Pow'r 
u  Shall  be  my  Fortreis  and  my  Tow'r  : 

"  I  that  am  form'd  of  feeble  Duft 

"  Make  thine  Almighty  Arm  my  Truft."* 

3  Thrice  happy  Man  !   Thy  Maker's  Care 
Shall  keep  thee  from  the  Fowler's  Snare, 
Satan  the  Fowler,  who  betrays 
Unguarded  Souk*  a  thoufand  Ways. 

4  Juft  as  a  Hen  protects  her  Brood 
From  Bi:  do  of  rrey  that  feek  their  BlooW, 


17*  PSALM    XCI. 

Under  her  Feathers,  fo  the  Lord 

Makes  his  own  Arm  his  People's  Guard. 

5     If  burning  Beams  of  Noon  confpire 
To  dart  a  peftiiential  Fire, 
God  is  their  Life,  his  Wings  are  fpread 
To  fhield  them  with  an  healthful  Shade. 

€     If  Vapours  with  malignant  Breath 
Rife  thick,  and  fcatter  Midnight  Death, 
Iff  el  is  fare  :   The  poifon'd  Air 
Grows  pure,  if  Ifr'ePs  G  o  D  be  there. 

Pause. 

f     What  though  a  thoufand  at  thy  Side, 
At  thy  Right-hand  ten  thoufand  dy'd, 
Thy  God  his  chofen  People  faves 
Amongit  the  Dead,  amidit  the  Graves. 

g     So  when  he  fent  his  Angel  down 
To  make  his  Wrath  in  Egypt  known, 
And  flew  their  Sons,  his  careful  Eye 
Pail  all  the  Doors  of  Jacob  by. 

9     But  if  the  Fire,   or  Plague,  or  Sword,, 
Receive  CommiJion  from  the  Lord, 
To  ftrike  his  Saints  among  the  reft, 
Their  very  Pains  and  Deaths  aie  bleft. 

#o  The  Sword,  the  Peftilence,  or  Fire, 
Shall  but  fulfil  their  beft  Defire; 
From  Sins  and  Sorrows  let  them  free, 
And  bring  thy  Children,  Lord,  to  thee. 

Psalm    XCI     9—16.     Second  ?aH. 
FroteBion  from  Death,  Guard  of  Angels,  Ft  dory  and 

Deli-vercmce. 
I    XT  E  Sons  of  Men,  a  feeble  Race, 
1        ExnosM  iO  <.'Cry  Snare, 
Come,  make  the  Lord  your  Dwelling-place, 
And  try  aiidvtruit  bis  Care* 


PSALM    XCit.  17 

1  No  111  mall  enter  where  you  dwell  ; 
Or  if  the  Plague  come  nigh, 
And  fweep  the  Wicked  down  to  He:!, 
'Twill  mile  his  Saints  on-high. 

3  He'll  give  his  Angels  Charge  to  keep 

Your  Feet  in  all  your  Ways  j 
To  watch  your  Pillow  while  ycu  deep, 
And  guard  your  happy  Days. 

4  Their  Hands  (hall  bear  you,  left  you  fall 

And  dam  again  it  the  Stones  : 

Are  they  not  Servants  at  his  Call, 

And  fent  V  attend  his  Sons  ? 

5  Adders  and  Lions  ye  mail  tread  5 

The  Tempter's  Wiles  defeat  5 
He  that  hath  broke  the  Serpent's  Head 
Puts  him  beneath  your  Feet. 

6  "  Becaufe  on  me  they  fet  their  Love, 

u  I'll  fave  them,   (faith  the  Lord) 
u  I'll  bear  their  joyful  Souls  above 
"  Deftruclion  and  the  Sword. 

7  "  My  Grace  (hall  anfwer  when  they  call ; 

"  In  Trouble  Til  be  nigh  : 
"  My  Pow'r  fnall  help  them  when  they  fall, 
ic  And  raife  them  When  they  die. 
S  u  Thofe  that  on  Earth  my  Name  have  known, 
"  I'll  honour  them  in  Heav'n  ; 
There  my  Salvation  mall  be  mown, 
"  And  endlefs  Life  be  giv'n." 

Psalm    XCII.     fyft  Part. 
A  PfaJmfor  the  Lord's  Day. 
1    OWEETis  the  Work,  my  God,  my  King, 
O  To  pfaife  thy  Name,  give  Thanks  and  hng  j 
To  mew  thy  Love  by  Morning-light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  Truth  at  Night. 


<< 
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\     Sweet  is  the  Day  of  facred  Rett, 

No  mortal  Cares  mall  ieize  my  Bread  $ 

O  may  my  Heart  in  tune  be  found, 

Like  David's  Harp  of  folemn  Sound  ! 
5     My  Heart  fhall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 

And  blefs  his  Works,  and  blefs  his  Word  j 

Thy  Works  of  Grace  how  bright  they  fhine  ! 

How  deep  thy  Couniels  !  how  divine  I 
.  Fools  never  raife  their  Thoughts  fo  high  ; 

Like  Brutes  they  live,  like  Brutes  they  die ; 

Like  Grafs  they  flourifli,  'till  thy  Breath 

Blaft  them  in  everlafting  Death. 
;     But  I  mail  mare  a  glorious  Part 

When  Grace  hath  well  refin'd  my  Heart, 

And  frefh  Supplies  of  Joy  are  fhed, 

Like  holy  Oil,  to  chear  my  Head. 
Sin  (my  worft  Enemy  before) 

Shall  vex  my  Eyes  and  Ears  no  more  $ 

My  inward  Foes  mall  all  be  flain, 

Nor  Satan  break  my  Peace  again. 
Then  fhall  I  fee,  and  hear,  and  know, 

All  I  dehYd  or  wifh'd  below ; 

And  ev'ry  Pow'r  find  fweet  Employ 

In  that  eternal  World  of  Joy. 

Psalm  XCII,    Ver.  12,  Sec.    Second  Part, 
the  Church  is  the  Garden  of  GOD. 

r   O  R  D,   'tis  a  pleafant  Thing  to  (land 
*-*  In  Gardens  planted  by  thine  Hand  $ 
Let  me  within  thy  Courts  be  feen, 
Like  a  young  Cedar  frefh  and  green. 

There  grow  thy  Saints  in  Faith  and  Love, 
Bleft  with  thine  Influence  from  above  : 


PSALM     XCIII.  i79 

Not  Lebanon,  with  all  its  Trees, 
Yields  fu«h  a  comely  Sight  as  thefe. 

3  The  Plants  of  Grace  mail  ever  live  ; 
(Nature  decays,  but  Grace  muft  thrive) 
Time,  that  doth  all  Things  elfe  impair, 
Still  makes  them  flourifh  frrong  and  fair. 

4  Laden  with  Fruits  of  Age  they  mew, 
The  Lord  is  holy,  juft,  and  true  ; 
None  that  attends  his  Gates  fhall  find 
A  God  unfaithful  or  unkind. 

Psalm  XCIII.     ift  Metre.     As  the  100th  Pfalm, 
The  Eternal  and  Sovereign  GOD* 

I    ^Ebovah  reigns  :  He  dwells  in  Light, 

J  Girded  with  Majeity  and  Might ; 

The  World,  created  by  his  Hands, 

Still  on  its  firft  Foundation  (lands, 
a     But  ere  this  fpacious  World  was  made, 

Or  had  its  firft  Foundations  laid, 

Thy  Throne  eternal  Ages  flood, 

Thy  Self  the  ever-living  God. 

3  Like  Floods  the  angry  Nations  rife, 
And  aim  their  Rage  againft  the  Skies  ; 
Vain  Floods,  that  aim  their  Rage  fo  high  ! 
At  thy  Rebuke  the  Billows  die. 

4  For  ever  mail  thy  Throne  endure  ; 
Thy  Promife  ftands  for  ever  fure  ; 
And  everlafting  Holinefs 

Becomes  the  Dwellings  of  thy  Grace. 

Psalm  XCIII.  2d.  Metre.  As  the  old  50/A  Pfalm. 

1   'T*  HE  Lord  of  Glory  reigns  :  he  reigns  on-high  ; 
JL  His  Robes  of  State  are  Strength  and  Majefty  : 
This  wide  Creation  rofe  at  his  Command, 
Built  by  his  Word,  and  ^ablifiYd  by  hi#  Hand  : 
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Long  flood  his  Throne  ere  he  began  Creation, 
And  his  own  Godhead  is  the  firm  Foundation. 

r*    G  o  D    is  th'eternal  King  :  Thy  Fogs  in  vam 
Raife  their  Rebellion  to  confound  thy  Reign  : 
Jn  vain  the  -Storms,  in  vain  the  Floods  arife, 
And  roar,  and  tofs  their  Waves  againft  the  Skies  ; 
Foaming  at  Heav'n  they  rage  with   wild  Commo- 
tion, [cean. 
B«t  Heav,n,s  high  Arches  fcorn  the  f welling  O- 

3     Ye  Tempefts  rage  no  more ;  ye  Floods  be  ftill, 
And  the  mad  World  fubmifiive  to  his  Will : 
Built  on  his  Truth,  his  Church  mud  ever  ftand  \ 
Firm  are  his  Promifes,  and  ftrong  his  Hand  : 
See  his  own  Sons,  when  they  appear  before  him, 
Bow  at  his  Foot-ftool,  and  with  Fear  adore  him. 

Psalm  XCIII.  ^d  Metre.    As  the  old  jzid  ?falm* 

i   HP  H  E  Lord  Jebcuab  reigns, 
■*•      And  royal  State  maintains, 
-His  Head  with  awful  Glories  crownM  5 
Array'd  in  Robes  of  Light, 
Begirt  with  fov'reign  Might, 
And  Rays  of  Majefty  around. 

2  Upheld  by  thy  Commands 

The  World  fecurely  ftands  ; 
And  Skies  and  Stars  obey  thy  Word  s 

Thy  Throne  was  fiVd  on  High 

Before  the  ftarry  Sky  ; 
Eternal  is  thy  Kingdom,  Lord. 

3  In  vain  the  noify  Croud, 

Like  Billows  fierce  and  loud, 
Againft  thine  Empire  rage  and  roar  ; 

In  vain  with  angry  Spight 

The  furly  Nations  fight, 
And  dafh  like  Waves  againft  the  Shore, 
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4  Let  Floods  and  Nations  rage, 

A  nil  all  their  Pow'is  tnga^e, 
Let  fwelling  Tides  afiault  the  Sky, 

The  Terrors  of  thy  Frown 

Shall  beat  their  Madneis  down  j 
Thy  Throne  for  ever  Hands  on-high. 

5  Thy  Promifes  are  tiue, 

Thy  Grace  is  ever  new  ; 
There  nVd  thy  Church  (hall  ne'er  remove  : 

Thy  Saints  with  holy  Fear 

Shall  in  thy  Courts  appear, 
And  ling  thine  everiaiting  Love. 

Repeat  the  fourth  Stanza  to  compleat  the  Tune* 
Psalm  XCIV.     1,  2,  7— 14.     Firf  Part. 

Saints  chafifed,  and  Sinners  deflrcyed  ;  or  Infiru8icve 
Afflitlions. 

1  i^\  God,  to  whom  Revenge  belongs, 
\^J     Proclaim  thy  Wrath  aloud  5 

Let  ibvVeign  PowY  redrefs  our  Wrongs, 
Let  Juitice  fmite  die  Proud. 

2  They  fay,  M  The  Lord  nor  fees  nor  hears  5'* 

When  will  the  Fools  be  wife  ? 
Can  he  be  deaf  who  fomfd  their  Ears  ? 
Or  blind,  who  made  their  Eyes  ? 

3  He  knows  their  impious  Thoughts  are  vain, 

And  they  mall  feel  his  Pow'r  ; 
His  Wrath  mail  pierce  their  Souls  with  Pain, 
In  fome  furprizing  Hour. 

4  But  if  thy  Saints  deferve  Rebuke, 

Thou  halt  a  gentler  Rod ; 
Thy  Providences  and  thy  Book 

Shall  make  them  know  their  God, 
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5  Bieft  is  the  Man  thy  Hands  chaftiie, 

And  to  his  Duty  draw  ; 
Thy  Scourges  make  thy  Children  wife 

When  they  forget  thy  Law. 

S  But  God  will  ne'er  caft  off  his  Saints, 
Nor  his  own  Promife  break  j 
He  pardons  his  Inheritance, 
For  their  Redeemer's  Sake. 

Psalm    XCIV.     1 6—2  3 .     Seeond  Part. 

GOD  our   Support  and  Comfort :    or  Deliverance 
from  temptation  and  Perfecution. 

1   \\ THO  will  arife  and  plead  my  Right 
VV       Againft  my  numerous  Foes, 
While  Earth  and  Hell  their  Force  unite, 
And  all  my  Hopes  oppofe  ? 
%  Had  not  the  Lord,  my  Rock,  my  Help, 
SuftainM  my  fainting  Head, 
My  Life  had  now  in  Silence  dwelt, 
My  Soul  amongft  the  Dead. 

3  "  Alas  I  my  Jlidivg  Feet .'"  I  cry'd, 
Thy  Promife  was  my  Prop  j 
Thy  Grace  flood  conftant  by  my  Side, 
Thy  Spirit  bore  me  up. 
j.  While  Multitudes  of  mournful  Thoughts 
Within  my  Bofom  roll, 
Thy  boundiefs  Love  forgives  my  Faults, 
Thy  Comforts  chear  my  Soul. 
5  Pow'rs  of  Iniquity  may  rife, 
And  frame  pernicious  Laws  ; 
But  God,  my  Refuge,  rules  the  Skies, 
He  will  defend  my  Caufe. 
g  Let  Malice  vent  her  Rage  aloud, 
Let  bold  Blafphemers  feoff  $ 
The  Lord  our  God  mall  judge  the  Proud, 
And  cut  the  Sinners  off. 
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P  3  A  L  M  XCV.     Common  Metre. 
A  Pfaim  before  Prayer. 

SIN  G  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  Name, 
And  in  his  Strength  rejoice  j 
When  his  Salvation  is  our  Theme, 

Exalted  be  our  Voice. 
With  Thanks  approach  his  awful  Sight, 

And  Pfalms  of   Honour  fing  ; 
The  Lord's  a  God  of  boundlefs  Might, 

The  whole  Creation's  King. 
Let  Princes  hear,  let  Angels  know, 

How  mean  their  Natures  feem, 
Thofe  Gods  on-high,  and  Gods  below, 

When  once  compared  with  Him. 

4  Earth,  with  its  Caverns  dark  and  deep, 

Lies  in  his  fpacious  Hand  ; 
He  nVd  the  Sea  what  Bounds  to  keep, 
And  where  the  Hills  muft  (land. 

5  Come,  and  with  humble  Souls  adore, 

Come,  kneel  before  his  Face  ; 
O  may  the  Creatures  of  his  PowV 
Be  Children  of  his  Grace  ! 

6  Now  is  the  Time  :  He  bends  his  Ear, 

And  waits  for  your  Requeft  ; 
Come,  left  he  rouze  his  Wrath,  and  fwear, 
"  Ye /hall  not  fee  my  Ref:y 

Psalm     XCV.     Short  Metre, 

A  Pfalm  before  Sermon* 

i    /^>  O  M  E,  found  his  Praife  abroad, 
V^i     And  Hymns  of  Glory  fing  ; 
Jehovah  is  the  fovVeign  GoD, 
The  univerfal  King, 
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2  He  fonrfd  the  Deeps  unknown  3 

He  gave  the  Seas  their  Bound  ; 
The  wafry  Worlds  are  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  folid  Ground. 

3  Come,  worfhip  at  his  Throne, 

Come,  bow  before  the  Lord  : 
We  are  his  Works,  and  not  our  own, 
He  form'd  us  by  his  Word. 

4.  To-day  attend  his  Voice, 

Nor  dare  provoke  his  Rod  ; 
Come,  like  the  People  of  his  Choice, 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 

£  But  if  your  Ears  refufe 

The  Language  of  his  Grace, 
And  Hearts  grow  hard  like  Mubborn  Je*ws+ 
That  unbelieving  Race  j 
6  The  Lord  in  Vengeance  dreft 
Will  lift  his  Hand  and  fwear, 
"  You  that  defpife  my  promised  Reft, 
"  Shall  have  no  Portion  there ^ 

Psalm    XCV.     1,  2,   3,  6 — n.     Long  Metre, 

Canaan  loft  through    Unbelief:  or,    a  Warning 
to  delaying  Sinners. 
t    /^  O  M  E,  let  our  Voices  join  to  raife 

V>|  A  facred  Song  of  folemn  Praife  j 

God  is  a  fov'reign  King  :  rehearfe 

His  Honour  in  exalted  Verfe. 

2  Come,  let  our  Souls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
Who  frairfd  our  Natures  with  his  Word  j 
He  is  our  Shepherd  ;  we  the  Sheep 

His  Mercy  choie,  his  Paftures  keep. 

3  Come  let  us  hear  his  Voice  to-day, 
The  Counfels  of  his  Love  obey  5 
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Nor  let  our  hardened  Hearts  renew 
The  Sins  and  Plagues  that  Ifr'el  knew. 

IfreU  that  faw  his  Works  of  Grace, 
Yet  tempt  their  Maker  to  his  Face  5 
A  faithlefs  unbelieving  Brood, 
That  tir'd  the  Patience  of  their  G  0  D. 

Thus  faith  the  Lord,  "  Hgtv  falfe  they  prove? 
"   tor  get  my  Favour  5  abufe  my  Love  j 
"  Since  they  defpife  ?ny  Reft,  I  fvuear, 
* '   Their  Feet  ft: all  never  enter  there . ' ' 

[Look  back,  my  Sou],  with  holy  Dread, 
And  view  thofe  ancient  Rebels  dead  j 
Attend  the  offer'd  Grace  to-day, 
Nor  lofe  the  Blefnng  by  Delay. 
Seize  the  kind  Promiie,  while  it  waits, 
And  march  to  Zion$  heav*niy  Gates  ; 
Believe,  and  lake  the  promis'd  Re  it  : 
Obey,  and  be  for  ever  bleft.] 

P  s  a  l  m    XCVI,     1,   10,  &Y.     Common  Metre. 

C  h  r  i  ft1  s  firjl  am  I  fecond  Com  ing . 
1    Q  I  N  G  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  Lands, 
O   Ye  Tribes  of  ev  ly  Tongue; 
Hi    new-difboverM  Grace  demands 
A  new  and  nobler  Sons, 
*  Say  to  the  Nations,  Jefus  reigns, 
Go  d's  own  Almighty  Sen  ; 
His  Pow'r  the  linking  World  fuflains, 
id  Grace  funounJs  his  Throne. 

Heav'n  proclaim  the  joyful  Day, 
Joy  through  the  Earth  be  feen  3 
Let  Cities  fhine  in  bright  Ar 
And  Fields  in  chcaiful  Green, 
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4  Let  an  unufual  Joy  Airprize 

The  Iflands  of  the  Sea  : 
Ye  Mountains  fink,  ye  Valleys  rife, 
Prepare  the  Lord  his  Way. 

5  Behold  he  comes,  he  comes  to  blefs 

The  Nations  as  their  God; 
To  fhewthe  World  his  Righteoufnefs, 
And  fend  his  Truth  abroad. 

6  But  when  his  Voice  mail  raife  the  Dead, 

And  bid  the  World  draw  near, 
How  will  the  guilty  Nations  dread, 
To  fee  their  Judge  appear ! 

Psalm   XCVI.    As  the  jj^tb  Pfalm. 

<Tbe  GOD  of  the  Gentiles. 

I    T     E  T  all  the  Earth  their  Voices  raife 
I    j   To  fmg  the  choiceft  Pfalm  of  Praife, 
To  fing  and  blefs  Jchc<vab's  Name  : 
His  Glory  let  the  Heathens  know, 
His  Wonders  to  the  Nations  mow, 
And  all  his  faving  Works  proclaim. 

%  The  Heathens  know  thy  Glory,  Lord, 
The  wondring  Nations  read  thy  Word  : 

In  Britain  is  Jehovah  known  3 
Our  Wo  1  fhip  mall  no  more  be  paid 
To  Gods  which  mortal  Hands  have  made  j 

Our  Maker  is  our  God  alone. 

3   He  fram'd  the  Globe,  he  built  the  Sky, 
He  made  the  mining  Worlds  on-high, 

And  reigns  compleat  in  Glory  there  : 
His  Beams  are  Majefty  and  Light  5 
His  Beauties  how  divinely  bright ! 

His  Temple  how  divinely  fair  ! 
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Come  the  great  Day,  the  glorious  Hour, 
When  Earth  mall  feel  his  faving  Pov/r, 

And  barb'rous  Nations  fear  his  Name  ; 
Then  fhall  the  Race  of  Man  confefs 
The  Beauty  of  his  Holinefs, 

And  in  his  Courts  his  Grace  proclaim. 

Psalm    XCVII.     i 5.     Firji  Part. 

Chrift  reigning  in  Hea<ven,  and  coming  to  Judgment, 

1  rjf  E  reigns  j  the  Lord,  the  Saviour  reigns  ! 
tJl    Praife  him  in  evangel ick  Strains  : 

Let  the  whole  Earth  in  Songs  rejoice, 
And  diftant  Iflands  join  their  Voice. 

2  Deep  are  his  Counfels  and  unknown  j 
But  Grace  and  Truth  fupport  his  Throne  : 
Tho1  gloomy  Clouds  his  Way  furround, 
Juftice  is  their  eternal  Ground. 

3  Tn  Robes  of  Judgment,  lo  !   he  comes, 

Shakes  the  wide  Earth,  and  cleaves  the  Tombs  ; 
Before  him  burns  devouring  Fire, 
The  Mountains  melt,   the  Seas  retire. 
4.  His  Enemies  with  fore  Difmay, 

¥\y  from  the  Sight,   and  fliun  the  Day  ; 
Then  lift  your  Heads,   ye  Saints,  on-high, 
And  fing,  for  your  Redemption's  nigh. 

Psalm    XCVII.     6 9.     Second  Part. 

ChriftV  Incarnation* 

1  f  I  "*  HE  Lord  is  come  \  the  Heav'ns  proclaim 

X        His  Birth  j  the  Nations  learn  his  Name  : 
An  unknown  Star  directs  the  Road 
Of  Eajlcrn  Sages  to  their  God. 

2  All  ye  bright  Armies  of  the  Skies, 
Go  wotfh'p  where  the  Saviour  lie 5. 
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Angels  and  Kings  before  him  bow, 
Thole  Gods  on-high,  and  Gods  below. 
5     Let  Idols  totter  to  the  Ground, 
And  their  own  Worfhippers  confound  : 
But  Judah  fhout,  but  2  ion  fing, 
And  Earth  confefs  her  fov'reien  Kin^. 

P  s  a  l  m    XCVII.     Third  Part. 
Grace  and  Glory. 
I   n^H"  Almighty  reigns  exalted  high 

O'er  all  the  Earth,   o'er  ali  the  Sky  ; 

Though  Clouds  and  Darknefs  veil  his  Ft  et. 

His  Dwelling  is  the  Mercy-feat. 
%     O  ye  that  love  his  holy  Name, 

Hate  ev'ry  Work  of  Sin  and  Shame  ! 

He  guards  the  Souls  of  all  his  Friends, 

And  from  the  Snares  of  Hell  defends. 
3     Immortal  Ligh%  and  Joys  unknown, 

Are  for  the  Saints  in  Darknefs  {'own  ; 

Thofe  glorious  Seeds  mall  fpring  and  rife, 

And  the  brig-lit  Harveft  blefs  our  Eyes. 
4.     Rejoice,  ye  Righteous,  and  record 

The  facred  Honours  of  the  Lord  ; 

None  but  the  Soul  that  feels  his  Grace 

Can  triumph  in  his  Holinefs. 

P  5  A  L  m  XCVII.   1,  3,  5—7,  11.  Common  Metre, 

ChrifTj  Incarnation  and  the  lafi  Judgment. 
j    \?'E  libnds  of  the  Northern  Sea 
JL         Rejoice,  the  Saviour  reigns  : 
His  Word  like  Fire  prepares  his  Way, 
And  Mountains  melt  to  Plains. 
%  His  Prefence  finks  the  proudeft  Hills, 
And  makes  the  Valleys  rife  : 
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The  humble  Soul  enjoys  his  Smiles, 
The  haughty  Sinner  dies. 

3  The  Heav  ns  his  rightful  Pow'r  proclaim  \ 

The  Idol  Gods  around 
Fill  their  own  Worfnippers  with  Shame, 
And  totter  to  the  Ground. 

4  Adoring  Angels  at  his  Birth 

Make  the  Redeemer  known  ; 
Thus  mail  he  come  to  judge  the  Earth, 
And  Angels  guard  his  Throne. 

5  His  Foes  (hall  tremble  at  his  Sight, 

And  Hills  and  Seas  retire  : 
His  Children  take  their  unknown  Flight, 
And  leave  the  World  on -fire. 

6  The  Seeds  of  Joy  and  Glory  fown 

For  Saints  in  Darknefs  here, 
Shall  rife  and  fpring  in  Worlds  unknown, 
And  a  rich  Harveit  bear. 

Psalm    XCVIII.     FirJI  Part. 
Fraife  for  the  G  of  pel. 
I   >T*  O  our  Almighty  Maker,  Go  D, 
A     New  Honours  be  addreir  ; 
His  great  Salvation  mines  abroad, 
And  makes  the  Nations  bleft. 
Z  He  lpake  the 'Word  to  AbSam  firft, 
His  Truth  fulfils  the  Grace  \ 
The  Gentiles  make  his  Name  their  Truft, 
And  learn  his  Righteoufnefs. 

3  Lc  the  whole  Earth  hjs  Love  proclaim 
Yv  ith  ail  her  diluent  Tongues  ; 
And  Ipread  the  Honours  of  his  Name 
In  Melody  and  Songs* 


190   .  PSALM    XCIX. 

Psalm    XCVIII.     Second  Part. 
The  Mejfiatis  Coming  and  Kingdom* 
1    T  O  Y  to  the  World  ;  the  Lord  is  come  \ 
%3      Let  Earth  receive  her  King  ; 
Let  evYy  Heart  prepare  him  Room, 
And  Heav'n  and  Nature  fing. 

a  Joy  to  the  Earth,  the  Saviour  reigns  ; 
Let  Men  their  Songs  employ  $ 
While  Fields  and  Floods,  Rocks,  Hills  and  Planis 
Repeat  the  founding  Joy. 

3  No  more  let  Sins  and  Sorrows  grow, 

Nor  Thorns  infeft  the  Ground  5 
He  comes  to  make  his  Bleflings  flow 
Far  as  the  Curfe  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  World  with  Truth  and  Grace, 

And  makes  the  Nations  prove 
The  Glories  of  his  Righteoufnefs, 
And  Wonders  of  his  L«ve. 

Psalm    XCIX.    Firjl  Part. 
ChrilVj  Kingdom  and  Majejly. 

I  HpHE  God  Jehovah  reigns, 
•*■       Let  all  the  Nations  fear  ; 
Let  Sinners  tremble  at  his  Throne, 
And  Saints  be  humble  there. 
7.  Jefus  the  Saviour  reigns, 

Let  Earth  adore  its  Lord ; 
Bright  Cherubs  his  Attendants  ftand, 
Swift  to  fulfil  his  Word. 
3  In  Zion  is  his  Throne, 

His  Howours  are  divine  ; 
His  Church  mail  make  his  Wonders  known. 
For  there  his  Glories  fhinc. 
4 
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\.  How  holy  is  his  Name  ! 
How  terrible  his  Praife  ! 
Juftice  and  Truth,  and  Judgment  join 
In  all  his  Works  of  Grace. 

Psalm    XCIX.     Second  Fart. 
A  holy  GOD  <wor/bipped  with  Reverence* 
"pXalt  the  Lord  our  God, 

And  worfhip  at  his  Feet ; 
His  Nature  is  all  Holinefs, 
And  Mercy  is  his  Seat. 

.  When  Ifr'el  was  his  Church, 

When  Aaron  was  his  Prieft, 
When  Mojes  cry'd,  when  Samuel  pray'd, 

He  gave  his  People  Reft. 
Oft  he  forgave  their  Sins, 

Nor  would  deftroy  their  Race  ; 
And  oft  he  made  his  Vengeance  known.) 

When  they  abus'd  his  Grace. 
Exalt  the  Lord  our  God, 

Whole  Grace  is  ftill  the  fame  j 
Still  he's  a  God  of  Holinefs, 

And  jealous  for  his  Name. 

s  a  L  m    C.     Firft  Metre.     A  plain  Tranflation* 
Praife  to  our  Creator. 

YE  Nations  round  the  Earth  rejoice 
Before  the  Lord,  your  fovYeign  King  • 
Serve  him  with  chearful  Heart  and  Voice, 
With  all  your  Tongues  his  Glory  fing. 

The  Lord  is  God  :  'Tis  he  alone 
Doth  Life  and  Breath,  and  Being  give  ; 
We  are  his  Work,  and  not  our  own  j 
The  Sheep  that  on  his  Palhues  live. 
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3     Enter  his  Gates  with  Songs  of  Jor, 
With  Praifes  to  his  Courts  repair ; 
And  make  it  your  divine  Employ 
To  pay  your  Thanks  and  Honours  there. 

4.     The  Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is  kind; 
Great  is  his  Grace,  his  Mercy  fure  ; 
And  the  whole  Race  of  Man  mail  find 
His  Truth  from  Age  to  Age  endure. 

Psalm    C.     Second  Metre.     A  Paraphrafe. 

2  Q  I  N  G  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  Voice  5 
O  Let  ev'ry  Land  his  Name  adore  $ 
The  Britijh  Ifles  mall  fend  the  Noiie 
A-crofc  the  Ocean  to  the  Shore. 

a  Nations,  attend  before  his  Throne 
With  folemn  Fear,  and  facred  Joy : 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone  ; 
He  can  create,  and-  He  deitroy. 

3  His  fovVeign  Pow'r  without  our  Aid 
Made  us  of  ('lay,  and  formM  us  Men  : 
And  when  like  wand'ring  Sheep  we  ftray'dj 
He  brought  us  to  his  Fold  again. 

4.     We  are  his  People,  we  his  Care, 
Our  Souls,  and  all  our  mortal  Frame  : 
What  lading  Honours  mail  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  thy  Name  ? 

5  We'll  croud  thy  Gates  with  thankful  Songs, 
High  as  the  Heav  ns  cur  Voices  raife  ; 

And  Earth  with  her  ren  Thoufand  Tongues 
Shall  fill  thy  Courts  with  founding  Praiie. 

6  Wide  as  the  World  is  thy  Command, 
Vafl:  as  Eternity  thy  Love  : 

Firm  as  a  Rock  thy  Truth  muft  (land, 
When  rolling  Years  mall  ceafe  to  move. 
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Psalm    CI.     Long  Metre. 
The  Magift  rates  Pfalm. 

MERCY   and  Judgment  are  my  Song  ; 
And  fince  they  both  to  thee  belong, 
My  gracious  God,  my  righteous  King, 
To  thee  my  Songs  and  Vows  I  bring. 

If  I  am  raised  to  bear  the  Sword, 
Til  take  my  Counfels  from  thy  Word  $ 
Thy  Juftice  and  thy  heav'nly  Grace 
Shall  be  the  Pattern  of  my  Ways. 
Let  Wifdom  all  my  Actions  guide, 
And  let  my  God  with  me  reilde  ; 
No  wicked  Thing  mall  dwell  with  me, 
Which  may  provoke  thy  Jealoufy. 

No  Sons  of  Slander,  Rage  and  Strife, 
Shall  be  Companions  of  my  Life ; 
The  haughty  Look,  the  Heart  of  Pride, 
Within  my  Doors  (hall  ne'er  abide. 

[Til  fearch  the  Land,  and  ralfe  the  Juft 
To  Polls  of  Honour,  Wealth  and  Trull  : 
The  Men  that  Work  thy  holy  Will 
Shall  be  my  Friends  and  FavYites  dill. 

In  vain  fhall  Sinners  hope  to  rife, 
By  flatfring  or  malicious  Lies  ; 
And  while  the  Innocent  I  guard, 
The  bold  Offenders  (han't  be  fptiM. 

The  impious  Crew  (that  factious  Ban^) 
Shall  hide  their  Heads,  or  quit  the  Land  > 
And  ail  that  break  the  public  Reft, 
Where  I  have  Pow'r,  (hall  be  fuppreft. 
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Psalm    CI.     Common  Metre. 
A  Pf aim  for  a  Majlcr  of  a  Family. 
i   f~\  F   Juftice  and  of  Grace  I  ring, 
\Jr    And  pay  my  God  my  Vows  ; 
Thy  Grace  and  Juftice,  heav'nly  King, 
Teach  me  to  rule  my  Houfe. 
i  Now  to  my  Tent,  O  God,  repair, 
And  make  thy  Servant  wife  ; 
I'll  fuffer  nothing  near  me  there, 
That  mall  offend  thine  Eyes. 

3  The  Man  that  doth  his  Neighbour  wron°y 

By  Falfhood  or  by  Force, 
The  fcornful  Eye,  the  flancTrous  Tongue, 
I'll  thruft  them  from  my  Doors. 

4  HI  leek  the  Faithful  and  the  Juft, 

And  will  their  Help  enjoy  ; 
Thefe  are  the  Friends  that  I  mall  trurr, 
The  Servants  I'll  employ. 

5  The  Wretch  that  deals  in  fly  Deceit, 

I'll  not  endure  a  Night  ; 
The  Liar's  Tongue  I  ever  hate, 
And  banifh  from  my  Sight. 

6  Til  purge  my  Family  around, 

And  make  the  Wicked  flee, 
So  (hall  my  Houfe  be  ever  found 
A  Dwelling  fit  for  The^. 

Psalm    CII.     i — 13,  20,  21.     Firfl  Parti 
A  Prayer  of  the  Afflified. 

I   T  T  EAR  me,  O  God,  nor  hide  thy  Face, 
XX    But  anfwer,  left  I  die* : 
Haft  thou  not  built  a  Throne  of  Grace, 
To  hear  when  Sinners  cry  ? 
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l  My  Days  are  wafted,  like  the  Smoke 
Dififolving  in  the  Air  : 
My  Strength  is  dry'd,  my  Heart  is  broke. 
And  finking  in  De/pair. 

%  My  Spirits  flag,  like  withering  Grafs 
Burnt  with  excefhve  Heat  : 
In  fecret  Groans  my  Minutes  pafs, 
And  I  forget  to  eat. 
4.  As  on  fame  lonely  Building's  Top 
The  Sparrow  tells  her  Moan, 
Far  from  the  Tents  of  Joy  and  Hope, 
I  fit  and  giieve  alone. 

5  My  Soul  is  like  a  Wildernefs, 

Where  Beatts  of  Midnight  howl  ; 
There  the  fad  Raven  finds  her  Place, 
And  there  the  fcreaming  Owl  j 

6  Dark'tlifmal  Thoughts  and  boding  Fears 

Dwell  in  my  troubled  Breaft  j 
While  fharp  Reproaches  wound  my  Ears, 
Nor  give  my  Spirit  Reft. 

7  My  Cup  is  mingled  with  my  Woes, 

And  Tears  are  my  Repaft  ; 
My  daily  Bread,  like  Allies  grows 
Unpleafant  to  my  Tafte. 

t  Senfe  can  afford  no  real  Joy 

To  Souls  that  feel  thy  Frown  ; 
Lord,  'twas  thy  Hand  advanc'd  me  high, 
Thy  Hand  hath  caft  me  down. 

9  My  Looks  like  withered  Leaves  appear  -x 

And  Life's  declining  Light  ^, 

Grows  faint  as  Ev'ning  Shadows  are, 
That  vanifh  into  Night. 

to  But  thou  for  ever  art  the  fan\?,  -+ 

O  my  eternal  God; 
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Ages  to  come  mall  know  thy  Namef 
And  fpread  thy  Works  abroad. 

1 1  Thou  wilt  arife,  and  mew  thy  Face, 

Nor  will  my  Lord  delay 
Beyond  reappointed  Hour  of  Grace, 
That  long  expecled  Day. 

12  He  hears  his  Saints,   he  knows  their  Cry, 

And,  by  my  fieri  ous  Ways, 
Redeems  the  Pris'ners  doom'd  to  die, 
And  tills  their  Tongues  with  Praife. 

Psalm    CIL     13—21.     Second  Part, 
Prayer  heard,  and  Zion  reftord. 

1  T    ET  Zion  and  her  Sons  rejoice, 
I    J  Behold  the  promis'd  Hour  : 

Her  God  hath  heard  her  mourning  Voice, 
And  comes  ?  exalt  his  PowV. 

2  Her  Duft  and  Ruins  that  remain 

Are  precious  in  our  Eyes  : 
Thofe  Ruins  fhall  be  built  again, 
And  all  that  Duft  mail  rife. 

3  The  Lord  will  raife  Jerufale?n> 

And  ftand  in  Glory  there  j 
Nations  fhall  bow  before  his  Name, 
And  Kings  attend  with  Fear. 

f  He  fits  a  Sov 'reign  on  his  Throne, 
With  Pity  in  his  Eyes  : 
He  hears  the  dying  Pris'ners  Groan, 
And  fees  their  Sighs  arife. 
;  He  frees  the  Souls  condemned  to  Death, 
And  when  his  Saints  complain, 
It  (han't  be  (aid,  u  That  praying  Breath 
M  Was  ever  fpent  in  vain/' 
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G  This  mall  be  known  when  we  are  dead, 
And  left  on  long  Record, 
That  Ages  yet  unborn  may  read, 
And  trulr,  and  praife  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CIL     23—28.     Third  Part. 

Maris  Mortality,    ami  ChriftV  Eternity:    or   Sair.is 
die,  but  Chrilt  arid  the  Church  live. 

1    TT  is  the  Lord  our  Saviour's  Hand 

X   Weakens  our  Strength  a  mid  it  the  Race; 

Difeafe  and  Death  at  his  Command 

Arrefr  us,  and  cut  fhoi  t  our  Days. 
1     Spare  us,  O  Lord,  aloud  we  pray, 

Nor  let  our  Sun  2:0  down  ai  Noon  ; 

Thy  Years  are  one  eternal  Day, 

And  muft  thy  Children  die  io  foon  ? 

3  \\t  in  the  midft  of  Death  and  Gnefj 
This  Thought  our  Sorrow  mall  afluage 
<£  Our  Father  and  our  Saviour  live  ; 

"   Chrift  is  the  lame  through  ev'ry  Age.'* 

4  'Twas  he  this  Earths  Foundation  laid  j 
Heav'n  is  the  Building  of  his  Hand  : 

This  Earth  grows  old,  thefe  Heav'ns  fliall  fiuie, 
And  all  be  changed  at  his  Command. 

5  The  (tarry  Curtains  of  the  Sky, 
Like  Garments  fliall  be  laid  aiide  ; 

But  (till  thy  Throne  (lands  firm  and  high  ; 
Thy  Church  for  ever  muft  abide. 

6  Before  thy  Face   thy  Church  fhall  live, 
And  on  thy  Thn  ne  thy   Children  reign  $ 
This  dying  World  (hail  they  furvive, 
And  the  dead  Saints  be  rais'd  again. 

K-, 
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Psalm    CIII.  1—7.     Firj?  Part.    Long  Metre. 
Blefling  GOD  for  his  Goodnefs  to  Soul  and  Body. 

1  X?  LESS,  O  my  Soul,  the  living  God, 
JL>  Call  home  thy  Thoughts  that  rove  abroad, 
Let  all  the  Powers  within  me  join 

In  "Work  and  Worfhip  fo  divine. 

2  Blefs,  O  my  Soul,  the  God  of  Grace  ; 
Kis  Favours  claim  thy  higheft  Praife  : 
Why  mould  the  Wonders  he  hath  wrought 
De  loft  in  Silence,  and  forgot  ? 

3  "Tis  he,  my  Soul,  that  fent  his  Son 
To  die  for  Crimes  which  thou  haft  done  ^ 
He  owns  the  Ranfom,  and  forgives 

The  hourly  Follies  of  our  Lives. 

4.     The  Vices  of  the  Mind  he  heals, 
And  cures  the  Pains  that  Mature  feels, 
Redeems  the  Soul  from  Hell,  and  faves 
Our  wafting  Life  from  threatning  Graves. 

3  Our  Youth  decayed  his  Pow'r  repairs  ; 
His  Mercy  crowns  our  growing  Years  5 
He  fatisfies  our  Mouth  with  Good, 
And  fills  our  Hopes  with  heav'nly  Food. 

6     He  fees  til'  OpprefTor  and  th*  Oppreft, 

And  often  gives  the  SufPrers  Reft 

But  will  his  Juftice  more  difplay 

In  the  laft  great  rewarding  Day. 
-j     [His  Pow'r  he  fhew'd  by  Mofes"*  Hands, 

And  gave  to  Ifrel  his  Commands  ; 

But  fent  his  Truth  and  fMercy  down 

To  all  the  Nations  by  his  Son. 
8     Let  the  whole  Earth  his  PowV  confefs, 

Let  the  whole  Earth  adore  his  Grace; 

The  Gentile  with  the  Jew  mall  join 

In  Work  and  Worfhip  fo  divine.] 


PSALM     CIII.  19* 

Psalm    CIII.     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 

G  0  D's  gentle  Cbafiifement :  or,  kis  tender  Mercy  te 

his  People. 

1   ••"TTM-IE  Lord,  how  wond'rows  are  his  Way 

A      How  firm  his  Truth  !   how  large  his  Grace  * 
He  takes  his  Mercy  for  his  Throne. 
And  thence  he  makes  his  Glories  known, 

a     Not  half  fo  high  his  PowY  hath  fpread 
The  (tarry  Heav  ns  above  our  Head, 
As  his  rich  Love  exceeds  our  Praife, 
Exceeds  the  higheft  Hopes  we  raife. 

3  Not  half  fo  far  hath  Nature  plac'd 
The  riling  Morning  from  the  /,". 
As  his  forgiying  Grace  removes 
The  daily  Guilt  of  thofe  he  loves. 

4  How  flowly  doth  his  Wrath  aiife  ! 
On  fwifter  Wings  Salvation  flies  : 
And  if  he  lets  his  Anger  burn. 
How  foon  his  Frowns  to  Pity  turn  ! 

5  Amidft  his  Wrath  Companion  mines  j 
His  Strokes  are  lighter  than  our  Sins  : 
And  while  his  Rod  corrects  his  Saints, 
His  Ear  indulges  their  Complaints. 

6  So  Fathers  their  young  Sons  chaftife, 

itli  gentle  Hands  and  melting  Eyes  : 
The  Children  weep  beneath  the  Smart, 
And  move  the  Pity  of  their  Heart. 
Pa   u   s   e. 

7  The  mighty  God,  the  Wife  and  Juft, 
Knows  that  our  Frame  is  feeble  Dull  j 
And  will  no  heavy  Loads  impole 
Beyond  the  Strength  that  he  bellows. 

K  4, 
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$     He  knows  how  foon  our  Nature  dies, 
Blafted  by  ev'ry  Wind  that  flies  5 
Like  Grafs  we  fpring,  and  die  as  foon, 
Or  Morning  Flow'rs  that  fade  at  Noon. 

9     But  his  eternal  Love  is  fure 

To  all  the  Saints,  and  mall  endure : 
From  Age  to  Age  his  Truth  mall  reign, 
Nor  Chiidrens  Children  hope  in  vain. 

Psalm    CIIL    1—7.    Firfl  Part.    Short  Metre, 

Praifefor  Spiritual  and  'Temporal  Mercies. 
1    /^    B lei's  the  Lord,  my  Soul  ! 
V/     Let  all  within  me  join, 
And  aid  my  Tongue  to  blefs  his  Name, 
Whofe  Favours  are  divine. 
1  01  blefs  the  Lord,  my  Soulj 
Nor  let  his  Mercies  lie 
Forgotten  in  Unthankfulnefs  j 
And  without  Praiies  die. 
;  'Tie  he  forgives  thy  Sins, 
'Tis  he  relieves  thy  Pain, 
'Tis  he  that  heals  thy  Sicknefles, 
And  makes  thee  young  again. 
lie  crowns  thy  Life  with  Love, 

When  ranfonfd  from  the  Grave; 
He  that  redeemed  my  Soul  from  Hell, 

Hath  fov'rcign  Pow'r  to  fave. 
He  fills  the  Poor  with  Good  ; 
He  gives  the  SufPreis  Reft  ; 
The  Lord  hath  Judgments  for  the  Proud, 

And  Juftice  for  tir  Oppreft. 
His  wondrous  Works  and  Ways 

He  made  by  Mofes  known  5 
But  fent  the  World  his  Truth  and  Grace, 
By  his  beloved  Sen, 
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Psalm    CIII.  8 — 1 8.  Second  Part.  Short  Me 

Abounding  Compaffwn  of  G  0  D  :  or,    Mercy  in 
?nidf  of  Judgment, 

i    "^   1Y  Soul  repeat  his  Praife, 
± V jL   Whole  Mercies  are  lb  great  j 
Whofe  Anger  is  fo  ilow  to  rife, 
So  ieady  to  abate. 
z  God  will  not  always  chicle  ; 

And  when  his  Strokes  are  felt, 
His  Strokes  are  fewer  than  our  Crimes, 
And  lighter  than  our  Guilt. 

3  High  as  the  Heav'ns  are  rais'd 

Above  the  Ground  we  tread, 
i>o  far  the  Riches  of  his  Grace, 
Our  higheit  Thoughts  exceed. 

4  His  Powr  iii bd ues  cur  Sins, 

And  his  forgiving  Love, 
Far  as  the  Eaft  is  from  the  V/eJi, 
Doth  ail  our  Guilt  remove. 

5  The  Pity  of  the  Lord 

To  thofe  that  fear  his  Name, 
Is  fiich  as  tender  Parents  feel  : 
He  knows  our  feeble  Frame. 

6  He  knows  we  are  but  Dufr, 

Scatter'd  with  ev'ry  Breath  $ 

His  Anger  like  a  rifing  Wind, 

Can  fend  us  fwift  to  Death. 

7  Our  Days  are  as  the  Grafs, 

Or  like  the  Morning-flow'r  : 
If  one  fhai-p  Blaft  fweep  o'er  the  Field, 
It  withers  in  an  Hour. 
$  But  thy  Companions,  Lord, 
To  endleft  Years  end; 
K   c 


202  PSALM    CIV. 

And  Chlklrens  Children  ever  find 
Thy  Words  of  Promife  lure. 

P  s  a  L  M  OIL  19—22.  third  Part.  Short  Metre. 

GOD's  uniuerfal  Dominion  :  or,  Angels  praife 
the  Lord. 

1  *  |u^  H  E  Lord,  the  fov'reign  King, 

JL       Hath  fix'd  his  Throne  on-high  : 
O'er  all  the  heav'nly  World  he  rules, 
And  all  beneath  the  Sky. 

2  Ye  Angels,  great  in  Might, 

And  fwift  to  do  his  Will  5 
Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  whofe  Voice  ye  hear, 
Whofe  Pleafure  ye  fulfil. 

3  Let  the  bright  Hofts  who  wait 

The  Orders  of  their  King, 
And  guard  his  Churches  when  they  pray, 
Join  in  the  Praife  they  fing. 
.  4  While  all  his  wondrous  Works, 
Thro"  his  vaft  Kingdom  fhew 
The  Maker's  Glory,  thou,  my  Soul, 
Shalt  ling  his  Graces  too. 

Psalm     CIV. 

the  Glory  of  G  OD  in  Creation  and  Providence. 

1   TV  /[  Y   Soul,  thy  great  Creator  praife  ; 
XV  A   When  clothM  in  his  celeftial  Rays, 
He  in  full  Majefty  appears, 
And  like  a  Robe  his  Glory  wears. 

Note,  this  Pfahn  may  be  fung  to  the  tune  of 
the  Old  112th  or  127th  Pfabn,  by  adding  thefe  two 
Lines  to  every  Stanza,  (viz.) 
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Great  is  the  Lord  ;  what  Tongue  can  frame 

An  equal  Honour  to  his  Name  ? 

Otber-zvife  it  mufl  be  fung  as  the  100th  Pfalm, 
z     The  Heav'ns  are  for  his  Curtains  fpread, 

Trf  unfathonVd  Deep  he  makes  his  Bed  : 

Clouds  are  his  Chariot,  when  he  flies 

On  winged  Storms  a-crofs  the  Skies. 
3     Angels,  whom  his  own  Breath  inipires, 

His  Minifters,  are  flaming  Fires  ; 

And  fwift  as  Thought  their  Armies  move, 

To  bear  his  Vengeance  or  his  Love. 
4.     The  World's  Foundations  by  his  Hand 

Are  pois'd,  and  fh.aU  for  ever  (land  : 

He  binds  the  Ocean  in  his  Chain, 

Left  it  mould  drown  the  Earth  again. 

5  When  Eaith  was  cover'd  with  the  Flood, 
Which  high  above  the  Mountains  flood, 
He  thunderM  and  the  Ocean  -led, 
ConhVd  to  its  appointed  Bed. 

6  The  fwelling  Billows  know  their  Bound, 
And  in  their  Channels  walk  their  Round  > 
Yet  thence  convey'd  by  fecret  Veins, 

They  fpring  on  Hills,  and  drench  the  Plains. 

7  He  bids  the  cryflal  Fountains  flow, 
And  chear  the  Valleys  as  they  go  ; 
Tame  Heifers  there  their  Thirft  allay, 
And  for  the  Stream  wild  Afles  bray. 

S     From  pleafant  Trees  which  flnde  the  Brink, 

The  Lark  and  Linnet  light  to  drink  ; 

Their  Songs  the  Lark  and  Linnet  raife, 

And  chide  our  Silence  in  his  Praife. 
Pause     I. 
9     God,  from  his  cloudy  Ciftem  pours 

On  the  parch' d  Earth  enriching  ShowYs  ; 
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The  Grove,  the  Garden,  and  the  Field, 
A  thoufand  joyful  Bleffings  yield. 

10  He  makes  the  graily  Food  arife, 
And  gives  the  Cattle  large  Supplies  ; 
With  Herbs  for  Man,   of  various  Pow"r, 
To  nourim  Nature  or  to  cure. 

1 1  What  noble  Fruit  the  Vines  produce  ! 
The  Olive  yields  a  mining  Juice  ; 

Our  Hearts  are  •hear'd  with  genYous  Wine, 
With  inward  Joy  our  Faees  mine. 

12  O  blefs  his  Name,  ye  Britons  !  fed 
With  Nature's  chief  Supporter,   Bread  : 
While  Bread  your  vital  Strength  imparts, 
Serve  him  with  Vigour  in  your  Hearts. 

Pause    II. 

i  3     Behold  the  (lately  Cedar  ftends 
Rais'd  in  the  Foreft  by  his  Hands ; 
Birds  to  the  Boughs  for  Shelter  fly, 
And  build  their  Nefts  fecure  on  high. 

14  To  craggy  Hills  afcends  the  Goat  $ 
And  at  the  airy  Mountain's  Foot 
The  feebler  Creatures  make  their  Cell ; 
He  gives  them  Wifdom  where  to  dwell. 

15  He  fets  the  Sun  his  circling  Race, 
Appoints  the  Moon  to  change  her  Face  ; 
And  when  thick  Darknefs  veils  the  Day, 
Calls  out  wild  Beafts  to  hunt  their  Prey. 

36     Fierce  Lions  lead  their  Young  abroad, 
And  roaring,  afk  their  Meat  from  Godj, 
But  when  the  Morning-beams  arife, 
The  favage  Beatf  to  Covert  flies. 

1 7     Then  Man  to  daily  Labour  goes  : 
The  Night  was  made  for  his  Repcfe  3 
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Sleep  is  thy  Gift,    that  fweet  Relief 
From  tireibmeToil  and  waiting  Grief. 

18  How  ftrange  thy  Works  !  how  great  thy  Skill  ! 
And  ev'ry  Land  thy  Riches  fill  : 

Thy  Wifdom  round  the  World  we  fee, 
This  fpacious  Earth  is  full  of  Thee. 

1 9  Nor  lefs  thy  Glories  in  the  Deep, 
Where  Fifh  in  Millions  fwim  and  creep, 
With  wondrous  Motions,  fwift  or  flow, 
Still  wandring  in  the  Paths  below. 

20  There  Ships  divide  their  watry  Way, 
And  Flocks  of  fcaly  Monfters  play  ^ 
There  dwells  the  huge  Leviathan 
And  foams  and  fports  in  Spite  of  Man. 

Pause.     III. 
2  1     Vaft  are  thy  Works,   Almighty  Lc;d, 
All  Nature  refts  upon  thy  Word, 
And  the  whole  Race  of  Creatures  ftands, 
Waiting  their  Portion  from  thy  Hands. 

22  While  each  receives  his  different  Food, 
Their  chearful  Looks  pronounce  it  good  : 
Eagles  and  Bears,  and  Whales  and  Worms* 
Rejoice  and  praife  in  dift  'rent  Forms. 

23  But  when  thy  Face  is  hid,  they  mourn, 
And  dying  to  their  Dull  return  j 

Both  Man  and  Beaft  their  Souls  refign  ; 
Life,  Breath  and  Spirit,   all  are  thine. 

24  Yet  thou  canft  breathe  on  Duft  again, 
And  fill  the  World  with  Beafts  and  Men  ; 
A  Word  of  thy  creating  Breath 
Repairs  the  Waftes  of  Time  and  Death. 

25  His  Works,  the  Wonders  of  his  Might. 
Are  honoured  with  his  own  Delight : 
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How  awful  are  his  glorious  Ways  ! 
The  Lord  is  dreadful  in  his  Praife. 

26  The  Earth  (lands  trembling  at  thy  Stroke, 
And  at  thy  Touch  the  Mountains  fmoke  j 
Yet  humble  Souls  may  fee  thy  Face, 

And  tell  their  Wants  to  fov'reign  Grace. 

27  In  Thee  my  Hopes  and  Wimes  meet, 
And  make  my  Meditations  fweet; 

Thy  Praifes  mail  my  Breath  employ, 
Till  it  expire  in  endlefs  Joy. 
a 8     While  haughty  Sinners  die  accurft, 
Their  Glory  bury'd  with  their  Dure, 
I  to  my  God,  my  heav'nly  King, 
Immortal  Hallelujahs  ring. 

Psalm    CV.     Abridged. 
COD's  ConduSl  to  Ifrael,  and  the  Plagues  of  Egypt, 

1  /""^  I  V  E  Thanks  to  God,  invoke  his  Name, 
VJT     And  tell  the  World  his  Grace  j 
Sound  thro'  the  Earth  his  Deeds  of  Fame, 

That  all  may  feek  his  Face. 

2  His  CovV.ant,  which  he  kept  in  Mind 

For  num'rous  Ages  parr, 
To  numerous  Ages  yet  behind, 
In  equal  Force  iha;l  Iaft. 

3  He  fware  to  Abra'm  and  his  Seed, 

And  made  the  BleiTmg  fure  : 

Gentiles  the  ancient  Promife  read, 

And  find  his  Truth  endure. 

4  c<  Thy  Seed  mail  make  all  Nations  bleft, 

(Said  the  Almighty  Voice) 
•«  And  Canaan's  Land  fha!l  be  their  Reft, 
**  The  Type  of  heav'nly  Joys," 
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5  [How  large  the  Grant !  how  rich  the  Grace  ! 

To  give  them  Canaan  s  Land, 
When  they  were  Strangers  in  the  Place, 
A  little  feeble  Band. 

6  Like  Pilgrims  thro'  the  Countries  round 

Securely  they  remov'd  j 
And  haughty  Kings,  that  on  them  frown'd, 
Severely  he  reprovM. 

7  (i  Touch  mine  Anointed,  and  my  Arm 

u  Shall  loon  revenge  the  Wrong  : 
"  The  Man  that  does  my  Prophets  harm, 
t€  Shall  know  their  God  is  ftrong." 

3  Then  let  the  World  forbear  its  Rage, 
Nor  put  the  Church  in  Fear  : 
Ifr'el  muft  live  thro*  e~jry  Age, 
And  be  tb9  Almighty  s  Care.] 

Pause     I. 
9  When  Pharaoh  dar'd  to  vex  the  Saints, 
And  thus  provok'd  their  God, 
Mofis  was  fent  at  their  Complaints, 
Arm'd  with  his  dreadful  Rod. 
io  He  call'cl  for  Darknefs,  Darknefs  came, 
Like  an  o'erwhelming  Flood  : 
He  tunTd  each  Lake  and  ev'ry  Stream 
To  Lakes  and  Streams  of  Blood, 
u   He  gave  the  Sign,   and  noifome  Flies 
Thro''  the  whole  Country  fpread  ; 
And  Frogs,  in  croaking  Armies,  rife 
About  the  Monarch's  Bed. 
12  Thro' Fields,  and   Towns,  and  Palaces 
The  tenfold  Vengeance  flew  ; 
Locufts  in  Swarms  devour"d  their  Trees, 
And  Hail  their  Cattle  flew. 
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13  Then  by  an  Angel's  Midnight  Stroke 
The  Flow,r  of  Egypt  dy\\  ; 
The  Strength  of  ev'ry  Houfe  was  broke, 
Their  Glory  and  their  Pride. 

24  Now  let  the  World  forbear  its  Rage, 
Nor  put  the  Church  in  Fear  : 
Ifr'el  muff  Hue  thro''  erfry  Age, 
And  be  thy  Almighty's  Care. 

Pause     II. 

15  Thus  were  the  Tribes  from  Bondage  brought, 

And  left  the  hated  Ground  ; 
Each  fome  Egyptian  Spoils  had  got, 
And  not  one  feeble  found. 

16  The  Lord  himfelf  chofe  out  their  Way, 

And  mark'd  their  Journeys  right, 
Gave  them  a  leading  Cloud  by  Day, 
A  f?ry  Guide  by  Night. 

17  They  Thirft  ;  and  Waters  from  the  Rock 

In  rich  Abundance  flow, 
And  following  ftill  the  Courfe  they  took 
Ran  all  the  Defart  thro\ 

38  O  wondrous  Stream  !  O  blefled  Type 
Of  ever-flowing  Grace  ! 
So  Chrift  our  Rock  maintains  our  Life 
Thro1  all  this  Wildernefs. 
19  Thus  guarded  by  th'  Almighty  Hand, 
The  chofen  Tribes  pofTeft 
Canaan  the  rich,  the  promis'd  Land, 
And  there  enjoy'd  their  Reft. 

to  Then  let  the  World  forbear  its  Rage, 
The  Church  renounce  her  Fear  ; 
Ifr'el  muft  live  thro''  e*vry  Age, 
And  be  th"  Almighty  $  Care* 
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Psalm    CVI.    i— 5.     FirJ?  Part. 

Praife  to  GOD:  or  Communion  >ivitb  Saints* 

i    npO  God  the  Great,  the  Ever-bleft, 
JL     Let  Songs  of  Honour  be  addreft  : 
His  Mercy  firm  for  ever  Hands  ; 
Give  him  the  Thanks  his  Love  demands. 

a     Who  knows  the  Wonders  of  thy  Ways  ? 
Who  mail  fulfil  thy  boundlefs  Praife  ? 
Blelt  are  the  Souls  that  fear  Thee  itill, 
And  pay  their  Duty  to  thy  Will. 

3  Remember  what  thy  Mercy  did 
For  Jacobs  Race,  thy  chofen  Seed  j 
And  with  the  fame  Salvation  blefs, 
The  meaneft  Suppliant  of  thy  Grace. 

4  O  may  I  fee  thy  Tribes  rejoice, 

And  aid  their  Triumphs  with  my  Voice  ! 
This  is  my  Glory,  Lord,  to  be 
JoinM  to  thy  Saints,  and  near  to  Thee. 

Psalm    CVI.    Second  Part.    Ver.  7,  8,  12— 14, 
43—48. 

IlVael  fun'ijhed  and  pardo-a  d :  or   GO £>V  unchange- 
able Love. 


1    /^1   O  D    of  eternal  Love, 
VJ    Hov 


w  fickle  are  our  Ways  ! 
And  yet  how  oft  did  Ifrel  prove 

Thy  Conltancy  of  Grace  ! 
They  law  thy  Wonders  wrought, 

And  then  thy  Praife  they  fiing  ; 
But  loon  thy  Works  of  Pow'r  forgot, 

And  murmufd  with  their  Ten- 
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3  Now  they  believe  bis  Word, 

While  Rocks  with  Rivers  flow  ; 
Now,  with  their  Lufts  provoke  the  Lord, 
And  he  reduc'd  them  low. 

4  Yet  when  they  mourn'd  their  Faults, 

He  hearkened  to  their  Groan?, 
Brought  his  own  Cov'nant  to  his  Thoughts, 
And  cali"d  them  ftill  his  Sons. 

5  Their  Names  were  in  his  Book, 

He  fav'd  them  from  their  Foes  ; 
Oft  he  chaftis'd,  but  ne'er  forfook 
The  People  that  he  chofe. 

6  Let  J/rVblefs  the  Lord, 

Who  lov'd  their  ancient  Race  ; 
And  Chriftians  join  the  folemn  Word 
Amen  to  all  the  Praife. 

Psalm    CVII.     Firft  Part. 

Ifrael  led  to  Canaan,  and  Chriftians  to  Heaven. 
I   /"""I  I  VE    Thanks  to  God  j  he  reigns  above, 

vJ  Kind  are  his  Thoughts,  his  Name  is  Love  j 

His  Mercy  Ages  paft  have  known, 

And  Ages  long  to  come  mall  own. 
a     Let  the  Redeemed  of  the  Lord 

The  Wonders  of  his  Grace  record  ; 

Ifrelj  The  Nation  whom  he  chofe, 

And  refciTd  from  their  mighty  Foes. 

3      [When  God's  Almighty  Arm  had  broke 
Their  Fetters  and  th'  Egyptian  Yoke, 
They  trac'd  the  Defarr,  wandring  round 
A  wild  and  folitary  Ground. 

4.     There  they  could  find  no  leading  Road, 
Nor  City  for  a  fixM  Abode  j 

1     Nor  Food,  nor  Fountain  to  aflTuage 

Their  burning  Third,  or  Hunger's  Rage.] 


PSALM    CVII.  an 

5  In  their  Difhefs  to  God  they  cryM, 
God  was  their  Saviour  and  their  Guide  ; 
He  led  their  March  far  wandring  round, 
'Twas  the  right  Path  to  Canaan 9s  Ground. 

6  Thus  when  our  firft  Releafe  we  gain 
From  Sin's  old  Yoke  and  Satan9 s  Chain, 
We  have  this  Ddart  World  to  pafs, 

A  dang'rous  and  a  tirefome  Place. 

7  Ke  feeds  and  clothes  us  all  the  Way, 
He  guides  our  Footfteps  left  we  ftray, 
He  guards  us  with  a  pow'iful  Hand, 
And  brings  us  to  the  heav'nly  Land. 

8  O  let  the  Saints  with  Joy  record 

The  Truth  and  Goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
How  great  his  Works  !   How  kind  his  Ways  ! 
Let  ev'ry  Tongue  pronounce  his  Praife. 

Psalm    CVII.     Second  Fart. 
Correclionfor  Sin,  a?id  Releafe  by  Prayer* 

I   T?  ROM  Age  to  Age  exalt  his  Name, 
Jl      God  and  his  Grace  are  ftill  the  fame  j 
He  fills  the  hungry  Soul  with  Food, 
And  feeds  the  Poor  with  ev'ry  Good. 

%     But  if  their  Hearts  rebel  and  rife 
Againft  the  God  that  rules  the  Skies, 
If  they  reject  his  heav'nly  Word, 
And  (light  the  Counfeh  of  the  Lord  ; 

3  He'll  bring  their  Spiiits  to  the  Ground, 
And  no  Deliverer  thdl  be  found  : 
Laden  with  Grief  they  wafte  their  Breath 
In  Darknefs  and  the  Shades  of  Death.' 

4.     Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  Cries, 
He  makes  the  dawning  Light  arile, 
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And  fcatters  all  that  difmal  Shade, 
That  hung  lb  heavy  round  their  Head. 

5  He  cuts  the  Bars  of  Brafs  in  two, 
And  lets  the  fmiling  Prisoners  thro  ; 
Takes  off  the  Load  of  Guilt  and  Grief, 
And  gives  the  labYing  Soul  Relief. 

6  O  May  the  Sons  of  Men  record 
The  wondrous  Goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
How  great  his  Works  !   how  kind  his  Ways  I 
Let  evYy  Tongue  pronounce  his  Praife. 

Psalm  CVIL     third  Part. 

Intemperance  punifhed  and  pardoned ;  or,  A  Pfalmfor 
the  Glutton  and  the  Drunkard, 

1  T  T  A  I  N  Man,  on  foolifh  Pleafures  bent, 

V      Prepares  for  his  own  Punifhment  5 
What  Pains,  what  loathfome  Maladies 
From  Luxury  and  Luft  arife  ! 

2  The  Drunkard,  feels  his  Vitals  wade, 
Yet  drowns  his  Health  to  pleafe  his  Tafte  j 
Till  all  his  aclive  PowVs  are  loft, 

And  fainting  Life  draws  near  the  Dud. 

3  The  Glutton  groans,  and  loaths  to  eat, 
His  Soul  abhors  delicious  Meat  ; 
Nature  with  heavy  Loads  oppreft 
Would  yield  to  Death  to  be  releas'd. 

4  Then  how  the  frighted  Sinners  fly 
To  God  for  Help  with  earned  Cry  [ 

He  hears  their  Groans,  prolongs  their  Breath, 
And  faves  them  from  approaching  Death. 

5  No  Med'cines  could  efteel  the  Cure 
So  quick,  fo  eafy,  or  fo  i'uvc  : 
The  deadly  Sentence  God  repeals, 
He  fends  his  fov'reign  Word  and  heals. 
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O  may  the  Sons  of  Men  record 
The  wondrous  Goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
And  let  their  thankful  OfTring  prove 
How  they  adore  their  Maker's  Love. 

P  s  a  l  M    CVII.     Fourth  Part.     Long  Metres 

Deliverance  from  Storms  and  Ship-week  ;    or,    The 
Seaman  s  Song. 

I  1X70ULD  you  behold  the  Works  of  God, 
V  V     His  Wonders  in  the  World  abroad, 
Go  with  the  Mariners,  and  trace 
The  unknown  Regions  of  the  Seas. 

They  leave  their  native  Shores  behind, 
And  leize  the  Favour  of  the  Wind  $ 
Till  God  command,  and  Tempeits  rife, 
That  heave  the  Ocean  to  the  Skies. 
Now  to  the  Heav'ns  they  mount  amain, 
Now  fink  to  dreadful  Deeps  again  ; 
What  ftrange  Affrights  young  Sailors  feel. 
And  like  to  fragg'ring  Drunkards  reei  ! 

When  Land  is  far*  and  Death  is  nigh, 
Loll  to  all  Hope,  to  God  they  cry  : 
His  Mercy  hears  their  loud  Addrefs, 
And  fends  Salvation  in  Diftrefs. 

He  bids  the  Winds  their  Wrath  a/Tuagf, 
The  furious  Waves  forget  their  Rage  $ 
'Tis  calm;   and  Sailors  fmile  to  fee 
The  Haven  where  they  wiflrd  to  be. 

O  may  the  Sons  of  Men  record 
The  wondrous  Goodnefs  of  the  L*rd  ! 
Let  them  their  private  OfTrings  bring, 
And  in  the  Church  his  Glory  fing. 
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Psalm    CVII.    Fourth  Part.     Common  Metre, 
The  Mariners  Pfalm. 

x  fTT*  H  Y  Works  of  Glory,  mighty  Lordj 
JL     Thy  Wonders  in  the  Deeps, 
The  Sons  of  Courage  mall  record, 
Who  trade  in  floating  Ships, 
f,  At  thy  Command  the  Winds  arife, 
And  fwell  the  towYing  Waves  j 
The  Men  aftonifhM  mount  the  Skies,. 
And  (ink  in  gaping  Graves. 

3  [Again  they  climb  the  vvatry  Hills, 

And  plunge  in  Deeps  again  : 
Each  like  a  tott'ring  Drunkard  reels, 
And  finds  his  Courage  vain. 

4  Frighted  to  hear  the  Tempeft  roar, 

They  pant  with  fluttering  Breath, 
And  hopelefs  of  the  diftant  Shore, 
Expect  immediate  Death.] 

5  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  Cries, 

He  hears  the  loud  Requeft, 
And  orders  Silence  through  the  Skies, 
And  lays  the  Floods  to  reft. 

6  Sailors  rejoice  to  lofe  their  Fears, 

And  fee  the  Storm  allay'd  : 
Now  to  their  Eyes  the  Port  appears ; 
There  let  their  Vows  be  paid. 

7  *Tis  God  that  brings  them  fafe  to  Land  $ 

Let  ftupid  Mortals  know 
That  Waves  are  under  his  Command, 
And  all  the  Winds  that  blow. 
2  O  that  the  Sons  of  Men  would  praife 
The  Goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
And  thofe  who  fee  thy  wondrous  Ways 
Thy  wondrous  Love  record. 
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Psalm    CVII.     Loft  Part. 

Colonies  planted  :   or,    Nations  blejl  and  f  unified. 
A  Pfaim  for  New -England. 

WHEN  Gcci,  provck'd  with  daring  Crimes, 
Scourges  the  Madnefs  of  the  Times, 
He  turns  their  Fields  to  barren  Sand, 
And  dries  the  Rivers  from  the  Land. 
I     His  Word  can  raife  the  Springs  again, 
And  make  the  withered  Mountains  green  $ 
Send  lhow'ry  Bleflings  from  the  Skies, 
And  Harvests  in  the  Defart  rife. 

[Where  nothing  dwelt  but  Beafts  of  Prey, 
Or  Men  as  fierce  and  wild  as  they  ; 
He  bids  th'  Oppreft  and  Poor  repair, 
And  builds  them  Towns  and  Cities  there. 

They  fow  the  Fields,  and  Trees  they  plant, 
Whole  yearly  Fruits  fupply  their  Want  : 
Their  Race  grows  up  from  fruitful  Stocks, 
Their  Wealth  increafes  with  their  Flocks. 

Thus  they  are  bleft  5   but  if  they  fin, 
He  lets  the  Heathen  Nations  in  ; 
A  favage  Crew  invades  their  Lands, 
Their  Princes  die  by  barb'rous  Hands. 

Their  captive  Sons,  expos'd  to  Scorn, 
Wander  unpity'd  and  forlorn  ; 
The  Country  lies  unfene'd,  untilTd, 
And  Defolation  fpreads  the  Field. 

Yet  if  the  humbled  Nation  mouins, 
Again  his  dreadful  Hand  he  turns  : 
Again  he  makes  their  Cities  thrive, 
And  bids  the  dying  Churches  live.] 

The  Righteous  with  a  joyful  Senfe, 
Admire  the  Works  of  Providence  j 
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And  Tongues  of  Atheifts  fhall  no  more 
Blafpheme  the  God  that  Saints  adore. 
9     How  few  with  pious  Care  record 
Thefe  wondrous  Dealings  of  the  Lord  ! 
But  wife  Obfervers  ftill  fhall  find 
The  Lord  is  holy,  juft  and  kind. 
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PSALM    CIX.     Vei\  i— 5,  31. 

Love  to  Enemies  from  the  Example  of  Chrift, 
OD  of  my  Mercy  and  my  Praife, 


Thy  Glory  is  my  Song 
Tho'  Sinners  fpeak  again  ft  thy  Grace 
With  a  blafpheming  Tongue. 
%  When  in  the  Form  of  mortal  Man 
Thy  Son  on  Earth  was  found, 
With  cruel  Slanders  falfe  and  vain, 
They  compafs'd  him  around. 

3  Their  Miseries  his  Companion  move, 

Their  Peace  he  ftill  purfu'd  ; 
They  render  Hatred  for  his  Love, 
And  Evil  for  his  Good. 

4  Their  Malice  rag'd  without  a  Caufe, 

Yet  W4I1  his  dying  Breath, 
He  pray'd  for  Murd'rers  on  his  Crofs, 
And  bleft  his  Foes  in  Death. 

5  Lord,  fhall  thy  bright  Example  mine 

In  vain  before  my  Eyes  ? 
Give  me  a  Soul  a-kin  to  thine, 
To  love  mine  Enemies. 

6  The  Lord  fhall  on  my  Side  engage, 

And  in  my  Saviour's  Name 
I  fhall  defeat  their  Pride  and  Rage, 
Who  (lander  and  condemn. 
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Psalm    CX.     Firft  Part.     Long  Metre. 
Chrift  exalted,  and  Multitudes  converted:    or,  The 
Succefs  cf  the  Gofpel. 

1  fTT*  K  U  S  the  eternal  Father  (pake 

JL     To  Chrlfi  the  Son  ;  "  Afcend  and  fit 

"  At  my  Right-hand,  till  I  /hall  make 
"  Thy  Foes  fubmhTive  at  thy  Feet. 

2  "  From  Zion  fhail  thy  Word  proceed  ; 
"  Thy  Word,  the  Sceptre  in  thy  Hand, 
"  Shall  make  the  Hearts  of  Rebels  bleed, 
<f  And  bow  their  Wills  to  thy  Command. 

3  M  That  Day  mail  (hew  thy  Pow'r  is  great, 

"  When  Saints  mall  flock  with  willing  Mindifc 
"  And  Sinners  crowd  thy  Temple  Gate, 
"  Where  Holinefs  in  Beauty  mines." 

O  blefled  Pow'r  !   O  glorious  Day  ! 
What  a  large  VicVry  mall  eni'ue  ! 
And  Converts,  who  thy  Grace  obey, 
Exceed  the  Drops  of  Morning-dew. 

Psalm    CX.     Second  Part.     Long  Metitt 

The  Kingdom  and  Pritflhood  of  Chrift. 
THUS  the  great  Lord  of  Earth  and  Sea 
A    Spake  to  his  Sun,  and  thus  he  fwore  5 
"  Eternal  (hall  thy  Priefthood  be, 
Ci  And  change  from  Hand  to  Hand  no  more. 
Aaron  and  all  his  Sons  mud  die  j 
But  everlafting  Life  is  thine, 
To  fave  for  ever  thofe  that  fly 
For  Refuge  from  the  Wrath  divirre. 

By  me  Melchifedek  was  made 
On  Earth  a  King  and  Piiefl  at  once  j 
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"  And  thou  my  heavily  Prieft  ihalr  plead, 
**  And  Thou,  my  King,  fhalt  rule  my  Sons/' 
4V    Jefus  the  Prieft  afcends  his  Throne, 
While  Counfels  of  eternal  Peace, 
Between  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Proceed  with  Honour  and  Succefs. 

5  Thro'  the  whole  Earth  his  Reign  fhall  fpread, 
And  crufh  the  Pow'rs  that  dare  rebel  : 

Then  (hall  he  judge  the  riling  Dead, 
And  fend  the  guilty  World  to  Hell. 

6  Tho*  while  he  treads  his  glorious  Way, 
He  drinks  the  Cup  of  Tears  and  Blood, 
The  Sufferings  of  that  dreadful  Day, 
Shall  but  advance  him  near  to  God. 

Psalm  CX.     Common  Metre. 

ChriftV  Kingdom  and  Prieft  booui. 
i    ^f  E  S  U  S>  our  Lord,  afcend  thy  Throne, 
J     And  near  the  Father  fit  5 
In  Zion  mall  thy  Pow'r  be  known, 
And  make  thy  Foes  fubmit. 

a  What  Wonders  fhall  thy  Gofpel  do  ! 
Thy  Converts  (hall  furpafs 
The  numerous  Drops  of  Morning-Dew, 
And  own  thy  fov'reign  Grace. 

3  God  hath  pronoune'd  a  firm  Decree, 

Nor  changes  what  he  fwore  ; 
"  Eternal  fhall  thy  Priefthood  be, 
"  When  Aaron  is  no  more. 

4  "  Melchifedek  that  wondrous  Prieft, 

"  That  King  of  high  Degree, 
"  That  holy  Man  who  Abram  bleft, 
"  Was  but  a  Type  of  Thee." 
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Jefus  our  Prieft  for  ever  lives, 

To  plead  for  OS  above  ; 
Jefus  our  King  for  ever  gives 

The  BleiTings  of  his  Love. 

God  Avail  exalt  his  glorious  Head, 
And  his  high  Throne  maintain, 
Shall  (hike  the  Pow'rs  and  Princes  dead 
Who  dare  oppofe  his  Reign. 

P  i   a  L   M    CXI.     Firft  Fart. 
The  Wifdom  of  GOD  in  his  Works* 

SONGS  of  immortal  Praife  belong 
To  my  Almighty  God  : 
He  has  my  Heart,  and  He  my  Tongue, 

To  fpread  his  Name  abroad. 
Ho.v  great  the  Works  his  Hand  has  wrought ! 

How  glofious  in  our  Sight  ! 
And  Men  in  ev'ry  Age  have  fought 

His  Wonders  with  Delight. 
How  mod  exact  is  Nature's  Frame  \ 

Ho*/  wife  th'  Eternal  Mind  ! 
His  Counfels  never  change  the  Scheme 

That  his  mil:  Thoughts  defign'd. 
When  he  redeem'd  his  chofen  Sons, 

He  nVd  his  Covenant  fine  : 
The  Orders  that  his  Lips  pronounce 

To  endlefs  Years  endure. 
Nature  and  Time,  and  Earth  and  Ski 

Thy  heav'nly  Skill  proclaim  : 
What  fn all  We  do  to  make  ui 

But  learn  to  read  thy  Name  ? 
To  fear  thy  PowY,  to  truit  thy  Grace, 

Is  our  divinxlt  Skill ; 
And  he's  the  wifeft  of  our  Race, 

Hut  belt  obeys  thy  Witt. 
L   2 
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PS  LAM     CXI.     Second  Part. 
The  PerfeBions  of  GO  D. 
i   f~*  R  EAT  is  the  Lord,  his  Works  of  Might 
Vj     Demand  our  noblert  Songs  j 
Let  his  affembled  Saints  unite 
Their  Harmony  of  Tongues. 

2  Great  is  the  Mercy  of  the  Lord, 

He  gives  his  Children  Food  5 
And  ever  mindful  of  his  Word, 
He  makes  his  Promife  good. 

3  His  Son,  the  great  Redeemer,  came 

To  feal  his  Covenant  fure  : 
Holy  and  Rev  Vend  is  his  Name, 

His  Ways  are  juil  and  pure. 
4.  They  that  would  grow  divinely  wife, 

Mull  with  his  Fear  begin  ; 
.   Our  faireft  Proof  of  Knowledge  lies 

In  hating  evYy  Sin* 

Psalm  CXlI.     As  the  nyb  Pfalm. 

rfbe  Blejfmgs  of  the  liberal  Man. 

1  HP  H  A  T  Man  is  bleft  who  frands  in  awe 

-*■     Of  God,  and  loves  his  facred  Law  : 

His  Seed  on  Earth  fhall  be  renown'd  : 
Hh  Houfe  the  Seat  of  Wealth  fhall  be, 
An  unexhautted  Treaiury, 

And  with  fucceflive  Honours  crown'd. 

2  His  lib'ral  Favours  he  extends, 
To  lbme  he  gives,  to  others  lends  : 

A  gen'rous  Pity  fills  his  Mind  : 
Yet  what  his  Chanty  impairs, 
He  faves  by  Prudence  in  Affairs, 

And  thus  he's  juft  to  all  Mankind. 
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3  His  Hands,  while  they  his  Alms  beftow'd, 
His  Glory's  future  Harveft  fow'd  : 

The  Tweet  Remembrance  of  the  Juft, 
Like  a  green  Root,  revives  and  bears 
A  Train  of  Bleilings  for  his  Heirs, 

When  dying  Nature  fleeps  in  Dull. 

4  Befet  with  threatening  Dangers  round, 
Unmoved  (hall  he  maintain  his  Ground  : 

His  Conference  holds  his  Coinage  up  : 
The  Soul  that's  fili'd  with  Virtue's  Light, 
Shines  brighteft  in  Affliction's  Night ; 

And  fees  in  Darknefs  Beams  o?  Hep*. 

Pause. 

5  [111  Tidings  never  can  furprize 
His  Heart,  that  fix'd  on  God  relies, 

Tho'  Waves  and  Tempefts  roar  around  : 
Safe  on  the  Rock  he  fits,   and  ftes 
The  Shipwreck  of  his  Enemies, 

And  ail  their  Hope  and  Glory  drown'd. 

6  The  Wicked  (ball  his  Triumph  lie, 
And  gnafh  their  Teeth  in  Agony, 

To  find  their  Expectations  croft  ; 
They  and  th  v,  Pride  and  Spight, 

Sink  down  to  evu  lulling  Night, 

And  all  their  Names  In  Darknefs  loft.] 

P  s  a  l  M    CXI  I.     Long  Metre. 
VCbe  Llejfings  of  the  Picas  and  Charitable. 

I    HT  H  R  1  C  E    happy  Man  who  fears  the  Lord, 
•*■     Loves  his  Commands,  and  trufts  his  Word  ; 
Honour  and  Peace  his  Days  attend, 
And  Blelfmgs  to  his  Seed  defcend. 

CompalTion  dwells  upon  his  Mind, 
To  W  .     Mercy  (till  inclind  ; 

L  3 
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He  lends  the  Poor  fbme  prefent  Aid, 
Or  gives  them,  not  to  be  repaid. 

3  When  Times  grow  dark,  and  Tidings  fprcad, 
That  fill  his  Neighbours  round  with  Dread, 
His  Heart  is  arrr/d  againft  the  Fear, 

For  God  with  all  his  PowV  is  there. 

4  His  Soul  well  nVd  upon  the  Lord, 
Draws  heavnly  Courage  from  his  Word  $ 
Aniidft  the  Darkneis  Light  mail  rife, 

To  chear  his  Heart  and  bleis  his  Eyes. 

5  He  hath  difpers'cl  his  Alms  abroad, 
His  Works  are  ftill  before  his  God  j 
His  Name  on  Earth  mall  long  remain, 
While  envious  Sinners  fret  in  vain. 

Psalm    CXII.     Common  Metre, 
Liberality  rewarded, 

1  TJ  A  P  P  Y  is  he  that  fears  the  Lord, 
JTIL    And  follows  his  Commands, 
Who  lends  the  Poor  without  Reward, 

Or  gives  with  liberal  Hands. 

2  As  Pity  dwells  within  his  Bread 

To  all  the  Sons  of  Need  ; 
So  God  mail  anfwerhis  fttqueft 
With  Bleffmgs  on  his  Seed. 

3  No  evil  Tidings  mall  flirprize 

His  well-eftabiim'd  Mind; 
His  Soul  to  God,  his  Refuse  flies, 
And  leaves  his  Fears  behind. 

4  In  Times  of  general  Di  it-reft 

Some  3eams  of  Light  ihall  mine, 
To  mew  the  World  his  Righteouihefs, 
And  give  him  Peace  divine. 

5  His  Woiks  of  Piety  and  Love 

Remain  before  the  Loid  j 
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Honour  on  Earth,  and  Joys  above, 

Shall  be  his  fure  Reward. 

Psalm     CXIII.     Proper  Tune. 

Tb*  Majcjly  and  Condefcenfion  of  G  O  D, 
X  J  E    that  delight  to  icvve  the  Lord, 
J.       The  Honours  of  his  Name  record, 

His  facred  Name  for  ever  blefs  : 
Wherever  the  circling  Sun  difnlays 
His  liHng  pearasj  or  fetting  Ka\r, 

Let  Lands  and  Seas  his  Pov/r  confels. 
Not  Time,  nor  Nature's  narrow  Rounds, 
Can  give  his  yaft  Dominion  Bounds  j 

The  Heavens  :j.re  far  below  his  Height  : 
Let  no  created  Greatnefs  dare 
With  our  eternal  God  compare, 

ArmMwith  his  uncreated  Micrht. 
He  bows  his  glorious  Head  to  view 
What  the  bright  Hofts  of  Angels  do, 

And  bends  his  Care  to  mortal  Things  ; 
His  fov'reign  Hand  exalts  the  Poor, 
He  takes  the  Needy  from  the  Door, 

And  imk.es  them  Company  for  Kine;s. 

When  childlefs  Families  defpair, 
He  fend?  the  Bleiimg  of  an  Heir 

To  refcue  their  expiring  Name  ; 
The  Mother  with  a  thankful  Voice 
Proclaims  his  Praifea  and  her  Joys  : 
Let  ev'ry  Age  advance  his  Fame. 

F'salh    CXIII.     Long  Metre. 
GOD  Sovereign  and  Gracious, 
"V/E  Servants  of  tir  Almighty  King, 
"*•    In  eviy  Age  his  Prail 
Where'er  the  Sun  (hal)  rift  o:  l'.r, 
The  Nations  fhall  his  Praife  rep. at. 
L  4 
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2  Above  the  Earth,  beyond  the  Sky 
Stands  his  higk  Throne  of  Majefty ; 
Nor  Time  nor  Place  his  Pow'r  reftrain, 
Nor  bound  his  univerfal  Reign. 

3  Which  of  the  Sons  of  Adam  dare, 
Or  Angels  with  their  God  compare  ? 
His  Glories  how  divinely  bright,- 

V.  no  dwells  in  uncreated  Light  ! 

4  Behold  his  Love,  he  (loops  to  view 
What  Saints  above  and  Angels  do  5 
And  comlefcends  yet  mote,  to  know 
The  mean  Affairs  of  Men  below. 

5  From  Dull  and  Cottages  obfcure 
His  Grace  exalts  the  humble  Poor  ; 
Gives  them  the  Honour  of  his  Sons, 
And  fits  them  for  their  heav'nly  Thrones. 

6  [A  Word  of  his  creating  Voice 
Can  make  the  barren  Hqufe  rejoice  ; 
Tho1  Sarahs  ninety  Years  were  part, 
The  promise!  Seed  is  born  at  lad. 

7  With  Joy  the  Mother  views  her  Son, 
And  tells  the  Wonders  God  has  done  : 
Faith  may  grow  flrong  when  Senfe  defpairs ; 
Jf  Nature  fails,  the  Prom  if  e  bears.] 

P  S  A   L   M     CXIV. 

Miracles  attending  IfraelV  Journey. 

1  |I7HEN  I/rely  freed  from  PbaroaFs  Hand, 

V  V     Left  the  proud  Tyrant  and  his  Land, 
The  Tribes  with  cheai  ful  Homage  own 
Their  King,  and  Judah  was  his  Throne. 

2  A-crofs  the  Dee})  their  Journey  lay; 
The  Deep  divides  to  make  them  way  : 
Jordan  beheld  their  March,  and  fled 
*Witb  backward  Current  to  his  Head. 
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3  The  Mountains  (hook,  like  frighted  Sheep, 
Like  Lambs  the  little  Hillocks  leap  ; 

Not  Sinai  on  her  Bale  could  (land, 
Confcicus  of  fov'reign  Pow'r  at-hand. 

4  What  Pow'r  could  make  the  Deep  divide  ? 
Make  Jordan  backward  roll  his  Tide  ? 
Why  did  ye  leap,   yc  little  Hills? 

And  whence  the  Fright  that  Sinai  feds  ? 

5  Let  e  untain,  ev'ry  Flood 
Retire  and  know  th1  approaching  God, 
The  King  of  Ifr  d :   Sec  hirn  here  ; 
Tremble  thou  "Earth,  adore,  and  fear. 

6  He  thunder?,  and  all  Nature  mourns, 
The  Rock  to  Iran, ling  Pools  he  turns  5 
Flints  fpring  with  Fountains  at  his  Word, 
And  Fires  and  Seas  confefs  the  Lord. 

Psalm    CXV.     Firft  Metre. 
7'he  true  GOD  our  Refuge  :  or,  Idolatry  reproved. 

1  "K"J  O  T   to  our/elves,  who  are  but  Duft, 
J.  n    Not  to  ourielves  is  Glory  due, 
Eternal  God,  thou  only  Juft, 

Thou  only  Gracious,  Wife  and  True. 

2  Shine  forth  in  ?1!  thy  dreadful  Nume  : 
Why  mould  a  Heathen'1'*  haughty  Tongue 
fnfult  us,  and,  to  raife  our  Shame, 

Say,  «  Where's  the  GOD  you've ferv'dfe  long  ?}y 

3  The  God  we  ferve  maintains  his  Throne 
Above  the  Clouds,  beyond  the  Skies, 
Thro'  all  the  Earth  his  Will  is  done, 

fie  knows  our  Groans,  lie*  hears  our  Cries, 
4.     But  the  vain    Idols  they   adore 

Are  ftnfelefs  Shapes  of  Stone  and  Wood  5 
At  heft  a  Mais  of  glitfring  Ore, 
A  iilvci  Saint,  or  golden  God. 
L  5 
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5  [With  Eyes  and  Ears,  they  carve  their  Head  j 
Deaf  are  their  Ears,  their  Eyes  are  blind  ; 

In  vain  are  cottly  OiTrings  made, 
And  Vows  are  icatter'd  in  the  Wind. 

6  Their  Feet  were  never  made  to  move, 
Nor  Hands  to  fave  when  Mortals  pray  j 
Mortals  that  pay  them  Fear  or  Love, 
Stem  to  be  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 

7  O  Ifr'el,  make  the  Lord  thy  Hope, 
Thy  Help,  thy  Refuge,  and  thy  Rett 
The  Lord  fhall  build  thy  Ruins  up, 
And  blefs  the  People  and  the  Prieft. 

8  The  Dead  no  more  can  fpeak  thy  Praife, 
They  dwell  in  Silence  and  the  Grave  ; 
But  we  mail  live  to  fing  thy  Grace, 

And  tell  the  World  thy  Pow'r  to  lave. 

Psalm    CXV.  Second  Metre.    As  the  New  Tune 
of  the  50th  Pfalm. 
Pop'ijh  Idolatry  reproved. 
A  Pfalm  for  the  5th  of  November. 

1  XJ  OT  to  our  Names,  Thou  only  Juft  and  True, 
**-       Not  to  our  worthlefs  Names  is  Glory  due  : 
Thy  Pow'r  and  Grace,  thy  Truth  and  Jultice,  claim 
Immortal  Honours  to  thy  fovYeign  Name. 

Shine  thro'  the  Earth  from  Heaven,  thy  bleft  Abode, 
Nor  let  the  Heathens  fay   "  And  swkeres your  God?"* 

[Throne, 

2  Heav'n   is  thy  higher  Court  :  There  ftands   thy 
And  thro'  the  lower  Worlds  thy  Will  is  done  : 

[fpread, 
Our  God  fram'd  all  this  Earth,  thefe  Heav'ns  he 
But  Fools  adore  the  Gods  their  Hands  have  madej 
The  kneeling  Croud,  with  Looks  devout,  behold 
Their  Silver-Saviours,  and  their  Saints  of  Gold, 


PSALM    GXVI.  227 

[Vain  are  thofe  artful  Shapes  of  Eyes  and  Ears  ■> 
The  molten  Imac-e  neither  fees  nor  hears  : 
Their  Hands  are  helplds,  nor  their  Feet  can  move, 
They  have  no   Speech,  nor  Thought,  nor  Pow'r, 

[nor  Love  ; 
Yet  fottifh  Mortals  make  their  long  Complaints 
To  their  deaf  Idols,   and  their  movelefs  Saints. 

The  Pvich  have  Statues  well  adorn \\  with  Goldj 
The  Poor  content  with  Gods  of  coarfer  Mould, 
With  Tools  of  Iron  carve  the  fenfelefs  Stock 
Lopt  from  a  Tree,  or  broken  from  a  Rock  : 
People  and  Prieft  drive  on  the  folemn  Trade, 
And  truft  the  Gods  that  Saws  and  Hammers  made."] 

Be  Heav'n  and  Earth  amazM  !   'Tis  hard  to  fay 
Which  is  more  ftnpid,   or  their  Gods,   or  they. 
O  Ifrel9  truft  the  Lord  !   He  hears  and  fees, 
He  knows  thy  Sorrows,  and  reftores  thy  Peace  : 
H«  Worfhip  does  a  thoufand  Comforts  yield, 
He  is  thy  Help,  and  He  thy  heav'nly  Shield. 

O  Britain,  truft  the  Lord  !    Thy  Foes  in  vain 
Attempt  thy  Ruin,  and  oppofe  his  Reign  ; 
Had  they  prevaifd,  Darknefs  had  closed  our  Days, 
And  Death  and  Silence  had  forbid  his  Praife  : 
But  we  are  fav'd,  and  live  :  Let  Songs  arife, 
And  Britons  bids  the  God  that  built  the  Skies. 

Psalm    CXVI.     Firf  Part. 

Recovery  from  Sicknefs. 

i   T  Love  the  Lord  :  He  heard  my  Cries, 
A  And  pity'd  evVy  Groan  : 
Long  as  I  live,  when  Troubles  rife, 
ril  haften  to  his  Throne. 
2   I  love  the  Lord  :  He  bow'd  his  Ear, 
And  chas\l  my  Griefs  away ; 
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O  let  my  Heart  no  mere  defpair, 
Whiie  1  have  Breath  to  pray  ! 
3  My  Flefh  declin'd,  my  Spirits  fell, 
And  I  drew  near  the  Dead, 
While  inward  Pangs,  and  Fears  of  Heir, 
Perplex'4  my  wakeful  Head. 
\  t*  My  God,  Icry'd,  thy  Servant  fave, 
"   Thou  ever  good  and  juit  $ 
t;  Thy  Pow'r  can  refcue  from  the  Grave, 
"  Thy  Pow'f  is  all  ray  Trull." 

5   The  Lord  beheld  me  fore  difheit, 
He  bid  my  Pains  remove  : 
Return,  mySou],  to  God  thy  Reft, 
For  thou  haft  known  his  Love. 

S  My  God  hath  fav'd  my  Soul  from  Death, 
And  dry'd  my  falling  Tears  : 
Now  to  his  Praile  1*11  fpend  my  Breath, 
And  my  remaining  Years. 

Psal  m    CXVI.     12,  Sec.     Second  Part. 
Poius  ?nade  in  ^Trouble  paid  in  the  Church  :  or,  Pub- 
lic Thanks  for  private  Deliverance. 

i    XJT  HAT  (hall  I  render  to  my  Go D 
***       For  all  his  Kindnefs  mown  ? 
My  Feet  mall  vifit  thine  Abode, 
My  Songs  addrefs  thy  Throne. 
i  Among  the  Saints  that  fill  thine  Houfe 
My  OrFrings  mail  be  paid  ; 
There  mail  my  Zeal  perform  the  Vows 
My  Soul  ill  Anguifh  made. 
I  How  much  is  Mercy  thy  Delight, 
Thou  ever-blefled  God  ! 
How  dear  thy  Servants  in  thy  Sight ! 
How  precious  is  their  Blood  i 
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4  How  happy  al  1  thy  Servants  are  ! 

How  gj  eat  thy  Grace  to  me  ! 
Mv  Lite,  which  thcu  hail  made  thy  Care, 
Lord,  I  devote  to  Thee. 

5  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine, 

Nor  mall  my  Purpofe  move  ; 
Thy  Hand  hath  loos'd  my  Bonds  of  Pain, 
And  bound  me  with  thy  Love. 

6  Here  in  thy  Courts  I  leave  my  Vow, 

And  thy  rich  Grace  record  ; 
Witnefs,  ve  Saints,  who  hear  me  now, 
If  I  forfake  the  Lord. 

Psalm    CXVII.     Common  Metre. 
Praife  to  G  O  D  from  all  Nations, 
I    f~\  All  ye  Nations  !  praife  the  Lord, 
V^/  Each  with  a  difTrent  Tongue ; 
In  evVy  Language  learn  his  Word, 
And  let  his  Name  be  fansr. 

o 

i  His  Mercy  reigns  thro'  ev'ry  Land  5 
Proclaim  his  Grace  abroad  j 
For  ever  firm  his  Truth  mall  itand. 
Praife  ye  the  faithful  God. 

Psalm     CXVII.     Long  Metre. 

1   pROM  all  that  dwell  below  the  Skies, 
■*■     Let  the  Creator's  Praife  arife  : 
Let  the  Redeemer's  Name  be  fung, 
Thro'  e/iy  Land,  by  evYy  Tongue. 

%     Eternal  are  thy  Mercies,  Lord  j 
Eternal  Truth  attends  thy  Word  : 
Thy  Praife  fhall  found  from  Shore  to  Shore, 
Till  Suns  /hall  rife  and  fet  no  more. 

Psalm    CXVII.     Short  Metre. 


~9 
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Y   Name,  Almighty  Lord, 
Shall  found  thro'  diiUnt  Lands  J 
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Great  is  thy  Grace,  and  furc  thy  Word  j 
Thy- Truth  for  ever  Hands. 

a  Far  be  thine  Honour  fpread, 
And  long  thy  Praife  endure, 
Till  Morning  Light  and  Ev'ning  Shade 
Shall  be  exchang'd  no  more. 

Psalm    CXVIII.     Firft  Fart.     6—15, 
Deliverance  from  a  tumult. 
l   Mt  H  E  Lord  appears  my  Helper  now, 
J.        Nor  is  my  Faith  afraid 
What  all  the  Sons  of  Earth  can  do, 
Since  Heaven  affords  us  Aid. 

a  'Tis  fafer,  Lord,  to  hope  on  Thee, 
And  have  my  God  my  Friend, 
Than  truft  in  Men  of  high  Degree, 
And  on  their  Truth  depend. 

3  Like  Bees  my  Foes  befet  me  round, 

A  large  and  angry  Swarm  j 
But  I  mall  all  their  Rage  confound 
By  thine  Almighty  Arm. 

4  *Tis  thro1  the  Lord  my  Heart  is  ftrong, 
In  him  my  Lips  rejoice  ; 

While  his  Salvation  is  my  Song, 
How  chearful  is  my  Voice  ! 

j  Like  angry  Bees  they  gird  me  round  ; 
When  God  appears  they  fly: 
So  burning  Thorns,  with  crackling  Sound, 
Make  a  fierce  Blaze,  and  die. 

£  Joy  to  the  Saints  and  Peace  belongs  j 
The  Lord  protects  their  Days  : 
Let,i/rV/tune  immortal  Songs 
To  his  Almighty  Grace. 
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Psalm   CXVIII.     Second  Tart.     17—21. 
Public  Fraife  for  Deliverance  from  Death. 
1   T     O  R  D,  thou  hall  heard  thy  Servant  cry, 

J d  And  refciTd  from  the  Grave  $ 

Now  mail  he  live  :   (and  none  can  die, 
If  God  reiblve  to  lave.) 
1  Thy  Praife  more  conftant  than  before, 
Shall  fill  his  daily  Breath  j 
Thy  Hand,  that  hath  chaitisM  him  fore, 
Defends  him  frill  from  Death. 

3  Open  the  Gates  of  Zion  now 

For  we  mall  worfhip  there, 
The  Hon (e  where  all  the  Righteous  go, 
Thy  Mercy  to  declare. 

4  Amongft  trf  Afiemblies  of  thy  Saints 

Our  thankful  Voice  we  raife  ; 
There  we  have  told  Thee  our  Complaint?., 
And  there  we  fpeak  thy  Praife. 

Psalm     CXVIII.     Third  Part,  22,  23. 

Chrift,  the  Foundation  of  bis  Church* 

j   "nEhold  the  fure  Foundation-ftone 
&  Which  God  in  Zion  lays, 
To  build  our  heav'nly  Hopes  upon, 
And  his  eternal  Praife. 
a  Chofen  of  God,  to  Sinners  dear, 
And  Saints  adore  the  Name, 
They  truft  their  whole  Salvation  here. 
Nor  (hall  they  fufler  Shame. 

3  The  foolifh  Builders,  Scribe  and  Prierr, 
Rejecl  it  with  Difdain  ; 
Yet  on  this  Rock  the  Church  ihall  reft, 
And  Envy  rage  in  vain. 
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4  What  tho1  the  Gates  of  Hell  withftood, 

Yet  muft  this  Building  rife  : 
*T:s  thy  own  Work,  Almighty  God, 
And  wondrous  in  our  Eyes. 

Psalm  CXVIII.     Fourth  Part.     24.,  25,  26. 
Hofaanahj   The  Lord's  Day  :  or,  QmWj  Refurrec- 

tiott,  and  our  Salvation. 
1    rp  H  I  S  is  the  Day  the  Lord  hath  made, 
-**       He  calls  the  Hours  his  own  ; 
Let  He.iv  n  rejoice,  let  Earth  be  glad, 
And  Praife  f  unround  the  Throne. 
z  To-day  he  rofe  and  left  the  Dead, 
And  Satan  $  Empire  fell  ; 
To-day  the  Saints  his  Triumph  ipread, 
And  all  his  Wonders  tell. 
3  Ho/anna  to  th'  anointed  King, 
To  David' s  holy  Son  : 
Help  us,  O  Lord  ;  defcend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  Throne. 

4.  Blell  be  the  Lord  who  comes  to  Men 
With  Meffages  of  Grace  ; 
Who  comes,  in  God  his  Father's  Name, 
To  fave  our  fmful  Race. 

5  Ho/anna  in  the  higheft  Strains 

The  Church  on  Earth  can  raife  \ 
The  higheft  Heav'ns  in  which  he  reigns, 
Shall  give  him  nobler  Praife. 

Psalm     GXVIII.  22—27.     Short  Metre. 

An  Hofanna  for  the  Lord's  Day  ;  or,  a  mvi  Song  of 
Salvation  by  Chrilt. 

1    Qj  E  E   what  a  living  Stone 
i3  The  Builders  did  refufe  j 
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Yet  God  hath  built  his  Church  thereon 

In  fpite  of  envious  Jcvss. 
The  Scribe  and  angry  Prieft 

Reject  thine  onJy  Son  j 
Yet  on  this  Rock  Avail  Zion  reft, 

A«  the  chief  Corner-Hone. 
Work,   O  Lord,  is  thine, 

And  wondrous  in  our  Eyts  j 
This  Dav  declares  it  ad  Divine, 
id  Jefus  rile. 

This  is  the  glorious  Day 
That  our  Redeemer  made  5 

us  rejoice,  and  fing,  and  pray  ,- 
Let  all  the  Church  be  <rhd. 

5  Hojanna  to  the  King 

Of  DavicTs  royal  Blood  ; 
Blefs  him,  yc  Saints :  He  comes  to  bring 
.  om  your  God. 

C   We  bids  thine  holy  Word, 

Wl  ich  all  this  Giace  diiplays  j 
And  offer  on  thine  Altar,  Lord, 
Our  Sacrifice  of  Praife. 

Psalm    CXVIII.     22—27.     Long  Metre. 

An  rlofanna  for  the  Lord's  Day:  or,     a Nt<w  Sotg 
of  Solvation  by  thrift. 

I    T     O  !   what  a  glorious  Corner-ftone 

J 4   The  Je-ivij/j  Builders  did  refuie  ; 

But  God  hath  built  his  Church  thereon. 

In  lpight  of  Envy,  and  the  j\ 

i     Git  at  God,  the  Work  is  all  divine, 
The  Joy  and  Wonder  of  our  Eyes  ; 

This  is  the  Day  that  proves  it  thine, 
1  he  Day  that  law  our  Saviour  rife. 
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3     Sinners  rejoice,  and  Saints  be  glad  j 

Ho/anna,  let  his  Name  be  bleft  j 

A  thoufand  Honours  on  his  Head, 

With  Peace  and  Light  and  Glory  reft ! 
4.     In  God's  own  Name  he  comes  to  bring 

Salvation  to  our  dying  Race  ; 

Let  the  whole  Church  addrefs  their  King 

Wiih  Hearts  of  Joy,  and  Songs  of"  Pfaifc. 
Psalm     CXIX. 

/  have  collecled  and  difpofed  the  mqfl  ufeful  Ferfes 

of  this  Pjalm  under  eighteen  different   Heads,    and 

formed  a  Divine  Song  upon  each  of  them..   But  the 

Verfes  are  much  tranfpofed,  to  attain  feme  Degree  of 

Connexion* 

In  fane  Places,  among  the  Words  Law,  Command*, 
Judgments,  Teftimcnies,  J  heme  ufedGcfpd,  Word, 
Grace,  Truth,  Promifes,  fefr,  as  fkore  agreeable  to  the 
Nenjj  tfeflamenty  and  the  common  Language  ofChrifi- 
ans,  and  it  equally  anfzvers  the  Defign  of  the  Pfalmify 
ivhich  was  to  recc?nmend  the  Holy  Scripture, 
Psalm    CXIX.     Firf  Part. 

The  Blejfedncfs  of  Saints,  and  Mifery  of  Sinners* 
Ver.  1,   2,   3. 

I   nLEST    are  the  undehTJ  in  Heart, 
*-*     VVhofe  Ways  are  right  and  clean  $ 
Who  never  from  thy  Law  depart, 
But  fly  from  ev'ry  Sin. 
a  Bleft  are  the  Men  that  keep  thy  Word, 
And  praclife  thy  Commands  ; 
"With  their  whole  Heart  tbey  feek  the  Lord, 
And  ferve  Thee  with  their  Hands, 

Ver.  165. 
3  Great  is  their  Peace  who  love  thy  Law  > 
How  firm  their  Souls  abide  ! 
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Nor  can  a  bold  Temptation  draw 
Their  fteady  Feet  afide. 
Ver.   6. 

4  Then  fhall  mv  Heart  have  inward  Joy, 

And  keep  my  Face  from  Shame, 
When  all  thy  Statutes  I  obey, 
And  honour  all  thy  Name. 
Ver.  21,  1  j 8. 

5  Eut  haughty  Sinneia  Geo  wiii  hate, 

The  Proud  mail  c;e  accurft; 
The  Sons  of  Faiihocd  ar.d  Deceit 
Are  trodden  to  the  Duft. 

Ver.  119,   155. 
$  Vile  as  the  Drofs  the  Wicked  are ; 
And  thefe  that  leave  thy  Ways 
Shall  fee  Salvation  from  afar, 
But  never  t  die  thy  Grace. 

Psalm    CXIX.     Second  Fart. 

Secret  De-voiion  and  Sfiriiual-inlidednefs  :    or,  Con- 

ft  ant  Cc?i~j£rfe  with  GOD* 

Ver.  147,   55. 
j    HP  O    Thee,   before  the  dawning-Light, 
A       My  gracious  God,  I  pray, 
I  meditate  thy  Name  by-night. 
And  keep  thy  L-\w  by -day. 
Ver.  Si.' 
z  My  Spirit  faints  (o  fee  thy  Grace, 
Thy  Fronife  be?rs  me  up  i 
And  while  Salvation  long  delays, 
Thy  Word  iupports  my  Hope. 
Ver.  164. 
3  Seven  Times  a  Day  I  lift  mv  Hands, 
And  pay  my  Thanks  to  Thee  1 
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Thy  righteous  Providence  demands 
Repeated  Praife  from  me. 
Ver.  62.  • 

4  When  Midnight-darknefs  veils  the  Skies, 
I  call  thy  Works  to  mind; 
My  Thoughts  in  warm  Devotion  rife, 
And  fweet  Acceptance  find. 

Psalm    CXIX.     J'bird  Part. 
ProfeJJlcus  of  Sincerity >  Repentance  and  Obedience* 
Ver.   57,   6o. 
i   fjpHOU   art  my  Portion,  O  my  God  ; 
Jl      Soon  as  I  know  thy  Way, 
My  Heart  makes  hafte  t9  obey  thy  Word, 
And  mffers  no  Delay. 

Ver.  30,   14. 

2  I  chufe  the  Path  of  heav'nfy  Truth, 

And  Glory  in  my  Choice  : 

Not  Lill  the  Riches  of  the  Earth 

Could  make  me  fo  rejoice. 

3  The  Testimonies  of  thy  Grace, 

I  fet  before  my  Eyes  j 
Thence  I  derive  my  daily  Strength, 
And  there  my  Comfort  lies. 
r  Ver.  59. 
4.  If  once  I  wander  from  thy  Path, 
I  think  upon  my  Ways, 
Then  turn  my  Feet  to  thy  Commands^ 
And  trull  thy  pardoning  Grace. 
Ver.  94,  114. 
$  New  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine, 
O  five  thy  Servant,  Lord  ! 
Thou  art  my  Shield,  my  Hiding-place 
My  Hope  is  in  thy  Word. 
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Ver.    112. 
6  Thou  haft  inclin'd  this  Heart  of  mine 
Thy  Statutes  to  fulfil: 
And  thus  till  mortal  Life  fiiall  end 
Would  I  perform  thy  Will. 

Psal  m  CXIX.      fourth  Pari* 

biftruclion  from  Scripture. 

Ver.  9. 

1  T  T  O  W  (hall  the  Young  fecure  their  Hearts, 
JL  X   And  guard  their  Lives  from  Sin  ? 

Thy  Word  the  choicert  Rules  imparts, 
To  keep  the  Conic ience  clean. 
Ver.  130. 

2  When  once  it  enters  to  the  Mind, 

It  fpreads  i'uch  Light  abroad, 
The  meaneft  Souls  Inihuction  find, 
And  raife  their  Thoughts  to  God. 
Ver.  105. 

3  'Tis  like  the  Sun,  a  heav'nly  Light, 

That  guides  us  all  the  Day ; 
And  thro"  the  Dangers  of  the  Night, 
A  Lamp  to  lead  our  Way, 
Ver.   99,  ico. 

4  The  Men  that  keep  thy  Law  with  Care, 

And  meditate  thy  Word, 
Grow  wifer  than  their  Teachers  are, 
And  better  know  the  Lord. 

Ver.  104.,   113. 

5  Thy  Precepts  make  me  truly  wife  : 

I  hate  the  Sinner's  Road, 
I  hate  my  own  vain  Thoughts  that  rife. 
But  love  thy  Law,  my  God. 
Ver.  89,  90,  91. 
$   [The  ftarry  Heav'ns  thy  Rule  obey, 
The  Earth  maintains  her  Place  j 


»J 
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Arxd  thefethy  Servants  Night  and  Day 
Thy  Skill  and  Pow\r  exprefs. 
7  But  Mill  thy  Law  and  Gofpel,  Lord, 
Have  Leirons  more  divine  : 
Not  Earth  (lands  firmer  than  thy  Word, 
Nor  Stars  lb  nobly  mine.] 

Ver.  1 60,    140,  9,   116. 
S   Thy  Word  is  everlafting  1  ruth 
How  pure  is  ev'ry  Page  ! 
That  holy  Book  fhall  guide  our  Youth/ 
And  well  fupport  our  Age. 

Psalm    CXIX.     Fifth  Part. 

Pelight  in  Scripture  :  or  the  Word  of  G  O  D  divel* 

ling  in  us. 

Ver.  97. 

1   /^\  How  I  love  thy  holy  Law  ! 
\J  'Tis  daily  my  Delight  : 
And  thence  my  Meditations  draw 
Divine  Advice  by  Night. 

Ver.  14$. 
z  My  waking  Eyes  prevent  the  Day 
To  meditate  thy  Word  : 
My  Soul  with  Longing  melts  away 
To  hear  thy  Gofpel,  Lord. 
Ver.  3,   13,   54. 

3  How  doth  thy  Word  my  Heart  engage ! 

How  well  employ  my  Tongue  1 
And  in  my  tireibme  Pilgrimage 
Yields  me  a  heav'nly  Song. 
Ver.  19,   103. 

4  Am  I  a  Stranger,  or  at-home, 

"Tis  my  perpetual  Feaft  ; 
Not  Honey  dropping  from  the  Conab^ 
So  much  allures  the  Tafte. 
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Ver.  73,    127. 

5  No  Treafures  fo  enrich  the  Mind  : 

Ncr  mall  thy  Word  be  ibid 

For  Loads  of  Silver  well  rcnn'd, 

Nor  Heaps  of  choiceit  Gold. 

Ver.  28,  4.9,   175. 

6  When  Nature  finks,  and  Spirits  droop, 

Thy  Promifes  of  Grace 
Are  Pillars  to  iiippon  my  Hope, 
And  there  I  write  thy  Praile. 

Psalm    CXIX.     Sixth  Part. 

Holincfs  and  Comfort  from  the  Woi\U 
Ver.   128. 
1  ORD,    I  efteem  thy  Judgments  right, 

A_#   And  all  thy  Statutes  juft  : 
Thence  I  maintain  a  con  flan  t  Fight, 
With  evYy  flatfring  Luff. 
Ver.  97,   9. 
z  Thy  Precepts  often  I  furvey  : 
I  keep  thy  Law  in  fight, 
Thro1  ail  the  Bus'nefs  of  the  Day, 
To  form  my  Aclions  right. 
Ver.  62. 

3  My  Heart  in  Midnight  Silence  cries, 

"  How  fwcet  thy  Comforts  be  l" 
My  Thoughts  in  holy  Wonder  rife, 
And  bring  their  Thanks  to  Thee. 
Ver.  162. 

4  And  when  my  Spirit  drinks  her  fill, 

At  fome  good  Word  of  thine, 
Not  mighty  Men  that  (hare  the  Spoil 
Have  Joys  compar'd  to  mine. 


J 
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Psalm    CXIX.    Seventh  Parf. 
Imperfection  of  Nature*,  and  Perfection  of  Scripture* 
Ver.  96,  paraphrafed. 

1  T    E  T   all  the  Heathen  Writers  join 
1    1     To  form  one  perfect  Book, 

Great  God,  if  once  compar'd  with  thifie, 
How  mean  their  Writings  look  ! 

2  Not  the  moft  pei feci:  Rules  they  gave 

Could  fhew  one  Sin  forgiv'n, 

Nor  lead  a  Step  beyond  the  Grave  5 

But  thine  conduct  to  Heav'n. 

3  I've  feen  an  End  to  what  we  call 

Perfection  here  below  : 
Kow  fhort  the  Pow'rs  of  Nature  fall, 
And  can  no  farther  go  ! 

4.  Yet  Men  would  fain  be  jure  with  God, 
By  Works  their  Hands  have  wrought  j 
But  thy  Commands,  exceeding  broad, 
Extend  to  ev'ry  Thought. 

5  In  vain  we  boaft  Perfection  here, 

While  Sin  defiles  our  Frame, 
And  finks  our  Virtues  down  fo  far, 
They  fcarcc  deferve  the  Name. 

6  Our  Faith  and  Love,  and  ev\ry  Grace, 

Fall  far  below  thy  Word  : 
But  perfect  Truth  and  Righteoufnefs 
Dwell  only  with  the  Lord. 

Psalm    CXIX.     Eighth  Part. 

7'he  Word  of  G  O  D  is  the  Saint's  Portion  s  or,  Tbi 

Excellence  and  Variety  of  Scripture* 

Ver.  in.  paraphrafed. 

1   T     O  R  D,  I  have  made  thy  Word  my  Choice, 

JLy  My  lafting  Heritage  j 
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There  fliali  my  nobleft  PowYs  rejoice, 
My  warmert  Thoughts  engage. 

2  ril  read  the  Hift'ries  of  thy  Love, 

And  keep  thy  Laws  in  fight, 
While  thro'  the  Promifes  I  rove, 
With  ever-frefli  Delight. 

3  Tis  a  broad  Land  of  Wealth  unknown, 

Where  Springs  of  Life  arile, 
Seeds  of  immortal  Ulifs  are  fown, 
And  hidden  Glory  lies, 

4  The  beft  Relief  that  Mourners  have., 

It  makes  our  Sorrows  bleft  ; 
Our  faireft  Hope  beyond  the  Grave, 
And  our  eternal  Reft. 

Psalm    CXIX.     Ninth  Part. 

Drfire  of  Knowledge  :  or,  The  'Teaching  cf  the  Spirit 
with  the  Word. 
Ver.  64,  68,    18. 
j    rT^  II  Y   Mercies  fiii  the  Earth,  O  Lord, 
JL     How  good  thy  Works  appear  ! 
Open  my  Eyes  to  read  thy  Word, 
And  fee  thy  Wonders  there. 
Ver.  73,   125. 

2  My  Heart  was  fafhion'd  by  thy  Hand, 

My  Service  is  thy  due  ! 
O  make  thy  Servant  underftand 
The  Duties  he  mud  do; 

Ver.  19. 

3  Since  Fm  a  Stranger  here  below, 

Let  not  thy  Path  be  hid  5 
But  mark  me  Road  my  Fee;  fhould  go, 
And  be  my  con  Ran  t  Guide. 
M 
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Ver,  26. 

4  When  I  confefVd  my  wandring  Way?, 

Thou  heard'ft  my  Soul  complaim  ; 
Grant  me  the  Teachings  of  thy  Grace, 
Or  I  (hall  firay  again. 

Ver.  33,   34. 

5  If  God  to  me  his  Statutes  mew, 

And  hcav'nly  Truth  impart, 
His  Work  for  ever  I'll  purfue, 
His  Law  mall  rule  my  Heart. 
Ver.  50,  71. 

6  This  was  my  Comfort  when  I  bore 

Variety  of  Grief : 
It  made  me  learn  thy  Word  the  more, 
And  fly  to  that  Relief. 

Ver.  51. 

7  [In  vain  the  Proud  deride  me  now  ; 

I'll  ne'er  forget  thy  Law, 
Nor  let  that  blefled  Gofpel  go, 
Whence  all  my  Hopes  I  draw, 
Ver.  27,   171. 
S  When  I  have  learn'd  my  Father's  Will, 
Til  teach  the  World  his  Ways ; 
My  thankful  Lips  infpirM  with  Zeal, 
Shall  loud  pronounce  his  Praile.] 

Psalm    CXIX.     Tenth  Part. 

Pleading  the  Promfes. 

Ver.  38,  49. 

1  TJEhoId  thy  waiting  Servant,  Lord, 
J3   Devoted  to  thy  Fear  ; 
Remember  and  confirm  thy  Word, 

For  all  my  Hopes  are  there. 

Vtr.  41,   58,   107. 

2  Haft  tbou  not  writ  Salvation  down, 

And  promised  quickning  Grace  ? 
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£)oth  not  my  Heart  addrefs  thy  Throne  ? 
And  yet  thy  Love  delays. 

Ver.  13;,  42. 
Mine  Eyes  for  thy  Salvation  fail  ; 

O  bear  thy  Servant  up  ! 
Nor  let  the  fcoffing  Lips  prevail, 

Who  dare  reproach  my  Hope. 
Ver.  4.9,  74. 
Didft  Thou  not  raife  my  Faith,  O  Lord  ? 

Then  let  thy  Truth  appear  : 
Saints  (hall  rejoice  in  my  Reward, 

And  truft  as  well  as  fear. 

Psalm     CXIX.     Eleventh  Part. 

Breathing  after  Holinefi. 

Ver.  5,  33. 

OThat  the  Lord  would  guide  my  Ways 
To  keep  his  Statutes  ftill ! 
O  that  my  God  would  grant  me  Grace 
To  know  and  do  his  Will  ! 
Ver.  29. 
O  fend  thy  Spirit  down  to  write 

Thy  Law  upon  my  Heart ! 
Nor  let  my  Tongue  indulge  Deceit, 
Nor  a6l  the  Liar's  Part. 

Ver.  37,   36. 
;  From  Vanity  turn  off  my  Eyes  ; 
Let  no  corrupt  Defign, 
Nor  covetous  Defires  arife 
Within  this  Soul  of  mine. 
Ver.  133. 
j.  Order  my  Footfteps  by  thy  Word, 
And  make  my  Heart  fincere  ; 
Let  Sin  have  no  Dominion,  Lord, 
And  keep  my  Confcience  clear. 
M  a 
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Ver.  176. 

5  My  Soul  hath  gone  too  far  aiiray, 

My  Feet  too  of 'ten  ilip  j 
Yet  (nice  I've  not  forgot  thy  Way, 
Reftore  thy  wand 'ring  Sheep. 
Ver.  35. 

6  Make  me  to  w.ilk  in  thy  Commands, 

'Tis  a  delightful  Road  ; 
Nor  let  my  Head,  or  Heart,  or  Hands, 
Offend  againft  my  God. 

P  s  a  l  M     CXIX.     Twelfth  Part. 
Breathing  after  Comfort  and  Deliverance* 

Ver.  153. 

1  ]\ /f  V  God,  confider  my  Diftrefs, 
XV JL   Let  Mercy  plead  my  Caufe  ; 
Though  I  have  finn'd  againft  thy  Grace, 

I  can't  forget  thy  Laws. 

Ver.   39,    116. 

2  Forbid,  forbid  the  fliarp  Reproach, 

Which  I  lb  juftly  fear  : 
Uphold  my  Life,  upheld  my  Hopes, 
Nor  let  my  Shame  appear. 

Ver.  nz,   135. 

3  Be  thou  a  Surety,  Lord,  for  me, 

Nor  let  the  Proud  opprefs  ; 
But  make  thy  Wafting  Servant  fee 
The  Shinings  of  thy  Face. 
Ver.   82. 

4  My  Eyes  with  Expectation  fail, 

My  Heart  within  me  cries, 
<c  When  will  the  Lord  his  Truth  fulfil, 
"  And thaks  my  Comfort/  rife  ?'" 
Ver.  132. 

5  Look  down,  upon  my  Sorrows,  Lord, 

And  (hew  thy  Grace  the  fame, 
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As  thou  art  ever  wont  t'afford 
To  thofe  that  rove  thy  Name. 
P  s  a  L  M     CXIX.      thirteenth  Part. 
Holy  Tear,  and  tender. iefs  of  Confcitnce. 
Ver,   10. 

WITH  my  whole  Heart  I've  fought  thy  Face, 
O  let  me  never  ftray, 
From  thy  Commands,  O  God  of  Gi ace, 
Nor  tread  the  Sinners  Way  ! 
Ver.  1 1 . 
Thy  Word  Fve  hid  within  my  Heart 

To  keep  my  Conicier.ce  clean, 
And  be  an  eveflaftrng  Guard 
FioHi  ev'ry  riling  J  in. 

Ver.  63,   53,  158. 
Fm  a  Companion  of  the  Sain 

Who  fear  and  love  the  Lord  5 
My  Sorrows  life,  my  Nature faint«, 
When  Men  tranfgrefs  thy  Word. 
Ver.  161,   to 3. 
While  Sinners  do  thy  Golpel  wrong, 

My  Spirit  ftands  in  awe  j 
My  Jioui  abhors  a  lying  Tongue, 
But  loves  thy  righteous  Law, 
Ver.  161,   120. 
My  Heart  with  facred  Rev'rence  hears 

The  Threatnings  of  thy  Word  3 
MyFle/h  with  holy  Trembling  fears 
The  Judgments  of  the  Lord. 
Ver.  166,    174. 
My  God,  I  long,  I  hope,  i  wait 

For  thy  Salvation  (till  : 
Whii  hole  Law  is  my  Delight, 

And  I  obey  thv  Will. 
M  3 
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Psalm-    CXIX.     Fourteenth  Part. 
Benefit  of  Afflitlions,  and  Sufport  under  them. 
Ver.  153,  gi,   %%. 
i    /^Onfider  all  my  Sorrows,  Lord, 
V>*  And  thy  DelivYance  lend  j 
My  Soul  for  thy  Salvation  faints, 
When  will  my  Troubles  end  ? 
Ver,  71. 
a   Yet  I  have  found,  'tis  good  for  me 
To  hear  my  Father's  Rod  $ 
Afflictions  make  me  learn  thy  Law> 
And  live  upon  my  God. 

Ver.  50. 

3  This  is  the  Comfort  I  enjoy 

When  new  Diftrefs  begins  5 
I  read  thy  Word,  I  run  thy  Way, 
And  hate  my  former  Sins. 
Ver.  92. 

4  Had  not  thy  Word  been  my  Delight 

When  earthly  Joys  were  fled, 
My  Soul,   oppreft  with  Sorrow's  Weight, 
Had  funk  amongft  the  Dead. 
Ver.  75. 
4  I  know  thy  Judgments,  Lord,  are  right, 
Tho'  they  may  feem  fevere  ; 
The  fharpelt  Sufferings  I  endure 
Flow  from  thy  faithful  Care. 

Ver.  67. 
6  Before  I  knew  thy  chaff  ning  Rod 
My  feet  were  apt  to  ftray  > 
But  now  I  learrt  to  keep  thy  Word, 
Nor  wander  from  thy  Way* 
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Psalm    CXIX.     Fifteenth  Faru 
Holy  Refclutions. 
Ver.  93. 

I.   /^>  That  thy  Statutes  ev'ry  Hour 
V-/     Might  dwell  upon  my  Mind  ! 
Thence  I  derive  a  quick'ning  Pow'r, 
And  daily  Peace  I  find. 

Ver.  15,   16. 
*  To  meditate  thy  Precepts,  Lord, 
Shall  be  my  iweet  Employ  \ 
My  Soul  mall  ne'er  forget  iby  Word, 
Thy  Word  is  all  my  Joy. 
Ver.  32. 

3  How  would  I  run  in  thy  Commands, 

If  thou  my  Heart  difcharge 
From  Sin  and  Satan 's  hateful  Chains, 
And  fet  my  Feet  at  large  ? 

Ver.  13,  46. 

4  My  Lips  with  Courage  {hall  declare 

Thy  Statutes  and  thy  Name  ; 
I'll  foeak  thy  Word  tho'  Kings  mould  hear, 
Nor  yield  to  lihful  Shame. 

Ver.  61,  69,  70. 

5  Let  E   i.ds  of  i  -ji  .'editors  rile 

To  rob  me  of  my  Right, 
Let  Pride  and  M  dice  forge  their  Lies, 
Thy  Law  is  my  Delight. 

Ver.  115. 

6  Depart  from  mc.   ye  wicked  Race, 

Whofe  Hands  and  Hearts  are  ill  : 
I  love  my  God,  I  love  his  Ways, 
And  mult  obey  his  Will. 
M  4 
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P  s  a  l  m    CXIX.     Sixteenth  Part, 

Prayer  for  quickning  Grace. 
Ver.  25,  37. 

/    ]V/fY  Soul  lies  cleaving  to  the  Duft  j 
J,tjL     Lord,  give  me  life  divine  : 
From  vain  Defires,  and  ev'ry  Luft, 
Turn  off  thefe  Eyes  of  mine. 
2.  1  need  the  Influence  of  thy  Grace 
To  fpeed  me  in  thy  Way, 
Left  I  mould  loiter  in  my  Race, 
Or  turn  my  Feet  aftray. 

Ver.  107. 

3  When  fore  Afflictions  prefs  me  down, 

I  need  thy  quickning  Pow'rs  ; 
Thy  Word  that  I  have  refted  on, 
Shall  help  my  heavier!  Hours. 
Ver.  156,  40. 

4  Are  not  thy  Mercies  fovVeign  ftill, 

And  thou  a  faithful  God  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  grant  me  warmer  Zeal 
To  run  the  heav'nly  Road  ? 
Ver.  159,  40. 
-  Does  not  my  Heart  thy  Precepts  love, 
And  long  to  fee  thy  Face  ? 
And  yet  how  flow  my  Spirits  move 
Without  enhVning  Grace  ! 
Ver.  93. 
6  Then  (hall  I  love  thy  Gofpel  more, 
And  ne'er  forget  thy  Word, 
When  I  have  felt  its  quickning  Pow^ 
To  draw  me  near  the  Lcid. 
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Psalm     CXIX.     Seventeenth  Part, 

Courage  and  Per/ever ance  under  Persecution :  or,  Grace 
finning  in  Difficidties  and  Trials. 

Ver.  143,  28. 

1  XX  T  HEN  Pain  and  Anguifh  fcize  me,  Lord, 

W     All  my  Support  is  from  thy  Word  : 
My  Soul  diflblves  for  Heavinefs, 
Uphold  me  with  thy  ftrengthning  Grace. 
Ver.  51,  69,   1 10. 

2  The  Proud  have  framed  their  Scoffs  and  Lies, 
They  watch  my  Feet  with  envious  Eyes, 
And  tempt  my  Soul  to  Snares  and  Sin, 

Yet  thy  Commands  I  ne'er  decline. 
Ver.  161,  78. 

3  They  hate  me,  Lord,  without  a  Caufe, 
Thev  hate  to  fee  me  love  thy  Laws  j 
But  I  will  truft  and  fear  thy  Name, 

Till  Pride  and  Malice  die  with  Shame. 

Psalm     CXIX.     Laft  Part. 
SanBified  Afflictions  1  or,  Delight  in  the  Word  of  GOD. 
Ver.  67,   59. 

1  TTVATHER,  I  blefs  thy  gentle  Hand  j 
JP     How  kind  was  thy  chaftizing  Rod, 
That  forcM  my  Confcience  to  a  Stand, 
And  brought  my  wandring  Soul  to  God  ! 

2  Foclifh  and  vain  I  went  aftray, 
Ere  I  had  felt  thy  Scourges,  Lord, 
I  left  my  Guide,  and  loft  my  Way  ; 
But  now  I  love  and  keep  thy  Word. 

Ver.  71. 

3  'Tis  good  for  me  to  wear  the  Yoke, 
For  Pride  is  apt  to  rife  and  fwell : 

M  5 
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'Tis  good  to  bear  my  Father's  Stroke, 
That  I  migfit  learn  his  Statutes  well. 
Ver.   7z. 

4  The  Law  that  ifTues  from  thy  Mouth, 
Shall  raiie  my  chearfu!  PafTions  more 
Than  all  the  Treasures  of  the  South, 
Or  Wefiern  Hills  of  golden  Ore. 

Ver.  73. 

5  T  hy  Hands  have  made  my  mortal  Frame^ 
T^y  Spirit  fbraVd  my  Soul  within  j 
Teach  me  to  know  thy  wondrous  Name, 
And  guard  me  fate  from  Death  and  Sin. 

Ver.  74. 

6  Then  all  that  love  and  fear  the  Lord 
At  my  Salvation  mall  rejoice  ; 

For  I  have  hoped  in  thy  Word, 
And  made  thy  Grace  my  only  Choice. 

Psalm    CXX. 

Ccmpluint  of  quarrelfome  Neighbours  :    or,  A  devout 

mjkfor  Peace. 
j  rpHOU  God  of  Love,  thou  ever  blefr> 
JL     Pity  my  ruff 'ring  State  ; 
When  wilt  thou  fet  my  Soul  at  reft 
From  Lips  that  love  Deceit  ? 
a  Hard  Lot  of  mine  \  my  Days  are  caft 
Among  the  Sons  of  Strife, 
Whofe  never-ceafing  BrawHngs  wafte 
My  golden  Hours  of  Life.    . 

3  O  might  I  fly  to  change  my  Place, 

How  would  I  chufe  to  dwell 
In  fome  wide  lonefome  WildemeTs, 
And  leave  thefe  Gates  of  Hell  S 

4  Peace  is  the  Blefling  that  I  feek, 

How  lovely  are  its  Chasms  I 
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I  am  for  Peace  ;  but  when  I  fpeak, 

They  all  declare  for  Arms. 
New  Paflions  ftill  their  Souls  engage, 

And  keep  their  Malice  ftrcng  : 
What  fhall  be  done  to  curb  thy  Rage, 

O  thou  devouring  Tongue  ! 

Should  burning  Arrows  fmite  thee  thro', 

Strict  Juftioe  would  approve  : 
But  I  had  rather  fpare  my  Foe, 

And  melt  his  Heart  with  Love. 

Psalm    CXXI.     Long  Metre. 
Divine  Proteflion. 

UP  to  the  Hills  I  lift  mine  Eyes, 
Trf  eternal  Hills  beyond  the  Skies  5 
Thence  all  her  Help  my  Soul  derives  $ 
There  my  Almighty  Refuge  lives. 

He  lives,  the  everlafting  God, 
That  built  the  World,  that  fpread  the  Flood  5 
The  Heav'ns  with  all  their  Hofts  he  made, 
And  the  dark  Regions  of  the  Dead. 
He  guides  our  Feet,  he  guards  our  Way: 
His  Morning  Smiles  blefs  all  the  Day  ; 
He  fpreads  the  Ev'ning  Veil,  and  keeps 
The  filent  Hours  while  //rVfleeps. 

Ifr'el,   a  Name  divinely  bleft, 
May  rife  fecure,  fecurely  reft  j 
Thy  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  Eyes, 
Admit  no  Slumber  nor  Surprize. 

No  Sun  mall  fmite  thy  Head  by  Day, 
Nor  the  pale  Moon  with  fickly  Ray 
Shall  blaft  thy  Couch  ;  no  baleful  Star 
Dart  his  malignant  Fire  fo  far. 

Should  Earth  and  Hell  with  Malice  burn. 
Still  thou  (halt  go,  and  ftlll  return 
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Safe  in  the  Lord  ;  his  heav'nly  Care 
Defends  thy  Life  from  ev'ry  Snare. 
7     On  thee  foul  Spirits  have  no  Pow'rj 
And  in  thy  laft  departing  Hour, 
Angels  that  trace  the  airy  Road, 
Shall  bear  thee  homeward  to  thy  God. 

Psalm    CXXI.      Common  Metre, 

Prefervaticn  by  Day  and  Night. 

i   *TpO  Heav'n  I  lift  my  waiting  Eyes, 
JL      There  all  my  Hopes  are  laid  : 
The  Lord  wrho  built  the  Earth  and  Skies 
Is  my  perpetual  .Aid. 

2  Their  Feet  mail  never  Aide  to  fall, 

Whom  he  deiigns  to  keep : 

His  Ear  attends  the  fofteft  Call  : 

His  Eyes  can  never  fleep. 

3  He  will  luftain  our  weakeft  Pow'rs 

With  his  Almighty  Arm, 
And  watch  our  moll  unguarded  Hours 
Againft  fuiprizing  Harm. 

4  Ifrel  rejoice,  and  reft  fecwre, 

Thy  Keeper  is  the  l^ovd ; 
His  wakeful  Eyes  employ  his  Pow'r 
For  thine  eternal  Guard. 

5  Nor  fcorching  Sun,  nor  fickly  Moon 

Shall  have  his  Leave  to  fmite  : 
He  mields  thy  Head  from  burning  Noon, 
From  blafting  Damps  at  Night. 

6  He  guards  thy  Soul,  he  keeps  thy  Breath, 

Where  thickeft  Dangers  come  ; 
Go  and  return,  fecure  from  Death, 
Till  Gqd  commands  thee  home. 
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Psalm    CXXL     As  the  t+ttb  Pfalm. 


■u 


GOD  cur  Pre/ewer. 
Pward  I  lift  mine  Eyes, 
Fcr  God  is  all  my  Aid ; 
The  God  that  built  the  Skies, 
And  Earth  and  Nature  made  5 

God  is  the  Tow'r 

To  which  I  fly  ; 

His  Grace  is  nigh 

In  ev'ry  Hour. 
My  Feet  fliaJl  never  Aide, 
And  fall  in  fatal  Snares, 
Since  God  my  Guard  and  Guide 
Defends  me  from  my  Fears. 

Thole  wakeful  Eyes 

That  never  Deep, 

Shall  IfSel  keep 

When  Dangers  rife. 
No  burning  Heats  by  Day, 
Nor  Blafts  of  Ev'ning  Air, 
Shall  take  my  Health  away, 
If  God  be  with  me  there: 

Thou  art  my  Sun, 

And  thou  my  Shade, 

To  guard  my  Head 

By  Night  or  Noon. 
Hail  thou  not  giv'n  thy  Word 
To  fave  my  Soul  from  Death  ? 
And  I  can  triift  my  Lord 
To  keep  my  mortal  Breath  $ 

rjl  go  and  come, 

Nor  fear  to  die, 

Till  from  on  high 

Thou  call  me  home. 
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Psalm  CXXII.     Common  Metre. 
Going  to  Church. 
i   TT  O  W  did  my  Heart  rejoice  to  hear 
XX   My  Friends  devoutly  fay, 
* '  In  Zion  let  us  all  appear, 
"  And  keep  thefolemn  Day  ff 

7.  I  love  her  Gates,  I  love  the  Road  : 

The  Church,  adorn'd  with  Grace, 
Stands  like  a  Palace  built  for  God 

To  fhew  his  milder  Face. 
3  Up  to  her  Courts  with  Joys  unknown 

The  holy  Tribes  repair  ; 
The  Son  of  David  holds  his  Throne, 

And  fits  in  Judgment  there. 
He  hears  our  Praifes  and  Complaints  ! 

And  while  his  awful  Voice 
Divides  the  Sinners  from  the  Saints, 

We  tremble  and  rejoice. 

5  Peace  be  within  this  facred  Place, 

And  Joy  a  con  ft  ant  Gueft  ! 
With  holy  Gifts  and  heav'nly  Grace 
Be  her  Attendants  bleft  ! 

6  My  Soul  mall  pray  for  Zion  ftill, 

While  Life  or  Breath  remains  ; 
There  my  bell  Friends,  my  Kindred  dwell. 
There  God  my  Saviour  reigns. 

Psalm     CXXII.     Proper  Tune. 
Going  to  Church, 
j   T  TOW  pleas'd  and  bleft  was  I, 
XJL  To  hear  the  People  cry, 
"  Come,   let  us  feek  our  GOD  to-day  !*\ 
Yes,  with  a  chearful  Zeal 
We  hafte  to  Zions  Hill, 
And  there  our  Voyys  and  Honours  pay. 


PSALM     CXXiH.  *5S 

Zion,  thrice  happy  Place  ! 

Adom'd  with  wondrous  Grace, 
And  Walls  of  Strength  embrace  thee  round, 

In  thee  our  Tribes  appear 

To  pray,  and  praiie,  and  hear 
The  f acred  Gofpel's  joyful  Sound. 
There  David's  greater  Son 

Has  hVd  his  Royal  Throne, 
He  fits  for  Grace  and  Judgment  there  | 

He  bids  the  Saint  be  glad, 

He  makes  the  Sinner  fad, 
And  humble  Souls  rejoice  with  Fear. 

4  May  Peace  attend  thy  Gate, 

And  Joy  within  thee  wait 
To  blefs  the  Soul  of  ev'ry  Gueft  ; 

The  Man  that  feeks  thy  Peace, 

And  wifhes  thine  Increafe, 
A  thoufand  BlefTings  on  him  reft  ! 

5  My  Tongue  repeats  her  Vows, 

"  fyace  to  this  J acred  H§ufe  ,r' 
For  there  my  Friends  and  Kindred  dwell 5 

And  lince  my  glorious  God 

Makes  thee  his  beft  Abode, 
My  Soul  mall  ever  love  thee  well. 

Repeat  the  ^ih  Stanza,  to  compleat  the  Tune* 

Psalm     CXXIII. 
Pleading  with  Snbmiffion* 

j   /^"\  Thou  whofe  Grace  and  Juttice  reign 
V^     Enthroned  above  the  Skies, 
To  thee  our  Hearts  would  tell  their  Pain, 
To  thee  we  lift  our  Eyes. 
2  As  Servants  watch  their  Mailer's  Hand, 
And  fear  the  angry  Stroke,  i 
4- 
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Or  Maids  before  their  Miftrefs  ftand, 
And  waft  a  peaceful  Look  : 

3  So  for  our  Sins  we  juftly  feel 

Thy  Difcipline,  O  God  ; 
Yet  wait  the  gracious  Moment  flill, 
Till  thou  remove  thy  Rod. 

4  Thofe  that  in  Wealth  and  Pleafure  live, 

Our  daily  Groans  deride, 
And  thy  Delays  of  Mercy  give 
Frefti  Courage  to  their  Pride. 

5  Our  Foes  infult  us,  but  our  Hope 

Jn  thy  CompalTion  lies  j 
This  Thought  mall  bear  our  Spirits  up, 
That  God  will  not  defpife. 

Psalm    CXXIV. 
A  Song  for  the  Fifth  of  November. 

1  TJ  A  D  not  the  Lord,  may  Ifr'elfey, 

li   Had  not  the  Lord,  maintain'd  our  Side, 
When  Men  to  make  cur  Lives  a  Prey, 
Rofe  like  the  Swelling  of  the  Tide  : 

2  The  fwelling  Tide  had  ftopt  our  Breath, 
So  fiercely  did  the  Waters  roll, 

We  had  been  lw.illow'd  deep  in  Death  j 
Proud  Waters  had  o'erwhelm'd  our  Soul. 

3  We  leap  for  Joy,  we  /hout  and  fing, 
Who  juft  efcap'd  the  fatal  Stroke; 

So  flies  the  Bird  with  chearful  Wing, 
When  once  the  Fowler's  Snare  is  broke. 
4.  For  ever  blefled  be  the  Lord, 

Who  broke  the  Fowler's  curled  Snare, 
Who  fav'd  us  from  the  murdYing  Sword, 
And  made  our  Lives  and  Souls  his  Care. 
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Our  Help  is  in  Jehovafrs  Name, 
Who  form'd  the  Earth,  and  built -the  Skies  ; 
He  that  upholds  that  wondrous  Frame, 
Guards  his  own  Church  with  watchful  Eyes. 

Psalm    CXXV.     Common  Metre. 
The  Saints  Trial  and  Safety. 
t   T  TNfhaken  as  the  facred  Hill, 
\J    And  firm  as  Mountains  be, 
Firm  as  a  Rock  the  Soul  mail  reft 
That  Jeans,  O  Lord,  on  Thee. 
Not  Walls  nor  Hills,  could  guard  Co  well3 

Old  Saletns  happy  Ground, 
As  thofe  eternal  Arms  of  Love 
That  evYy  Saint  furround. 
►  While  Tyrants  are  a  fmarting  Scourge 
To  drive  them  near  to  God, 
Divine  Compafiion  does  allay 
The  Fury  of  the  Rod. 
j.  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  Souls  fincere, 
And  lead  them  lately  on 
To  the  bright  Gates  of  Paradife, 
Where  Chi  i  ft  their  Lord  is  gone. 
5  But  if  we  trace  thofe  crooked  Ways 
That  the  old  Serpent  drew, 
The  Wrath  that  drove  him  fiift  to  Hell 
Shall  finite  his  Followers  too. 

Psalm  CXXV.     Short  Metre. 
The  Saints  Trial  and  Safety  :  or,  Moderated  Afflic* 

tlOriS. 

I    TT*  I  R  M  and  unmovM  arc  they 
JF    That  reft  their  oouls  on  God  ; 

Firm  as  the  Mount  where  Daiid dwelt, 
Or  where  the  Ark  abode. 
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z  As  Mountains  flood  to  guard 
The  City's  facred  Ground, 
So  God  and  his  Almighty  Love 
Embrace  his  Saints  around. 
3  What  tho'  a  Father's  Rod 
Drop  a  chaftizing  Stroke, 
Yet  left  it  wound  their  Souls  too  deep, 
Its  Fury  mall  be  broke. 
4.  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  thofe 
Whole  Faith  and  pious  Fear, 
Whofe  Hope  and  Love,  and  ev'ry  Grace, 
Proclaim  their  Hearts  fmcere. 

5  Nor  (hall  the  Tyrant's  Rage 

Too  long  opprefs  the  Saint ; 
The  God  of  J/rV/will  fupport 
His  Children,  left  they  faint. 

6  But  if  our  flavifh  Fear 

Will  chufe  the  Road  to  Hell, 

We  muft  expect,  our  Portion  there, 

Where  bolder  Sinners  dwell. 

Psalm  CXXVI.     Long  Metre. 
Surprizing  Deliverance. 

1  \\ T  HEN  God  reftor'd  our  captive  State, 

V  V     Joy  was  our  Song,  and  Grace  our  Theme  ; 
The  Grace  beyond  our  Hopes  fo  great, 
That  Joy  appeared  a  painted  Dream. 

2  The  Scoffer  owns  thy  Hand,  and  pays 
Unwilling  Honours  to  thy  Name  ; 

'While  we  with  Pleafure  fhoutthy  Praife, 
With  cheaiful  Notes  thy  Love  proclaim. 

3  When  we  review  our  difmal  Fears, 
'Twas  hard  to  think  they  vaninVd  fo  \ 
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With  God  we  left  cur  flowing  Tear*, 
He  makes  our  Joys  like  Rivers  flow. 
<l     The  Man  that  in  his  furrow'd  Field, 
His  fcatter'd  Seed  with  Sadnefs  leaves, 
Will  ihout  to  fee  the  Harveft  yield 
A  welcome  Load  of  joyful  Sheaves, 

Psalm    CXXVI.     Common  Metre. 

the  Joy  cf  a  remarkable  Converfion :  or,  Melancholy 

removed. 
i    ^T7HEN  God  reveal'd  his  gracious  Name, 
V  V     And  changed  my  mournful  State, 
My  Rapture  feem'd  a  pleafing  Dream, 
The  Grace  appear'd  i'o  great. 

2  The  World  beheld  the  glorious  Change, 

And  did  thy  Hand  confefs  ; 
My  Tongue  broke  out  in  unknown  Strains, 
And  lung  furprizing  Grace. 

3  "  Great  is  the  Work"  my  Neighbours  cry'J, 

And  ownM  the  PowY  divine  ; 
94  Great  is  the  Work"  my  Heart  reply 'd, 
44  And  be  the  Glory  thine" 
4.  The  Lord  can  clear  the  darkeft  Skies, 
Can  give  us  Day  for  Night ; 
Make  Drops  of  f acred  Sorrow  rife 
To  Rivers  of  Delight. 

5  Let  thofe  that  fow  in  Sadnefs  wait 

Till  the  fair  Harveft  ccme, 
They  (hall  confefs  their  Sheaves  are  great, 
And  fhout  the  BlefTings  home. 

6  Tho'  Seed  lie  buried  long  in  Duft, 

It  fhan't  deceive  their  Hope  ! 
The  precious  Grain  can  ne'er  be  loft, 
For  Grace  infures  the  Crop. 
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Psalm      CXXVjy    Long  Metre, 

*£he  Bleffing  of  GO  D  on  the  Bufinefs  and  Comforts 

of  L\je> 
i   T  F  God  fucceed  not,  all  the  Coft 

JL  And  Pains  to  build  the  Houfe  are  loft  ; 

If  God  the  City  will  not  keep, 

The  watchful  Guards  as  well  may  deep. 
a     What  if  you  rife  before  the  Sun, 

And  work  and  toil  when  Day  is  done, 

Careful  and  fparing  eat  your  Bread, 

To  Khun  that  Poverty  you  dread  : 

3  *Tis  all  in  vain,  till  God  hath  bleft ; 
He  can  make  rich,  yet  give  us  Reft  : 
Children  and  Friends  are  Blcffings  too, 
If  God  our  Sov'reign  make  them  lb. 

4  Happy  the  Man  to  whom  he  fends 
Obedient  Children,  faithful  Friends  ! 
How  fweet  our  daily  Comforts  prove 
When  they  are  feafon'd  with  his  Love  ! 

Psalm     CXXVII.     Common  Metre. 
GOD  all  in  all 
i  TF   God  to  build  the  Houfe  deny, 
JL  The  Builders  work  in  vain  ; 
And  Towns  without  his  wakeful  Eye, 
An  ufelefs  Watch  maintain. 
%  Before  the  Morning-beams  arife, 
Your  painful  Work  renew, 
And  till  the  Stars  afcend  the  Skies 
Your  tirefome  Toil  purfue. 
3  Short  be  your  Sleep,  and  coarfe  your  Fare  j 
In  vain,  till  God  has  bleft  j 
But  if  his  Smiles  attend  your  Care, 
You  fnall  have  Food  and  Reft, 
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4  Ncr  Children,  Relatives,   nor  Friends, 
Shall  real  BiefTingc  prove, 
Nor  all  the  earthly  Joys  he  fends, 
If  fent  without  his  Love. 

Psalm     CXXVIII. 
Family  Blefllvgs. 

1  (~\   Happy  Man,  whole  Soul  is  filVd 
\^JJ   With  Zeal  and  rev'rend  Awe  ! 
His  Lips  to  God  their  Honours  yield, 

His  Life  adorns  the  Law. 

2  A  careful  Providence  (hail  Hand 

And  ever  guard  thy  Head,  •. 

Shall  on  the  Labours  of  thy  Hand 
Its  kindly  BieiTings  fhed. 

3  Thy  Wife  fliall  be  a  fruitful  Vine  ; 

Thy  Children  round  thy  Board, 
Each  like  a  Plant  of  Honour  fliine, 
And  learn  to  fear  the  Lord. 

4  The  Lord  fliall  thy  belt  Hopes  fulfil 

For  Months  nnd  Years  to  come  j 

The  Loid  who  dwells  on  Zioh's  Hill 

Shall  fend  Thee  BiefTings  home. 

5  This  is  the  Man  whofe  happy  Eyes 

Shall  fee  his  Houfe  increaic, 
Shall  fee  the  finking  Church  arife, 
Then  leave  the  World  in  Peace. 

P    3    A    L    M       CXXIX. 

Ferfecutors  punljhcd. 
i    T  TP  from  my  Youth,  may  lfr\i  fay, 
VJ     Hive  I  been  nuis'd  in  Tears  ; 
My  Griefs  were  conftant  as  the  Day, 

And  tedious  as  the  Yens. 
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z  Up  from  my  Youth  I  bore  the  Rage 
Of  all  the  Sons  of  Strife  ; 
Oft  they  afTail'd  my  riper  Age, 
But  not  deftroy'd  my  Life. 

3  Their  cruel  Plow  had  torn  my  Flefh, 
With  Furrows  long  and  deep, 
Hourly  they  vex'd  my  Wounds  afrefh, 
Nor  let  my  Sorrows  fleep. 
4.  The  Lord  grew  angry  on  his  Throne, 
And  with  impartial  Eye, 
MeafurM  the  Mifchiefs  they  had  done. 
Then  let  his  Arrows  fly. 

e  How  wa6^:heir  Infolence  furpnVd, 
To  hear  his  Thunders  roll  ; 
And  all  the  Foes  of  Zion  feiz'd 
With  Horror  to  the  Soul ! 

6  Thus  mail  the  Men  that  hate  the  Saints, 

Be  blafted  from  the  Sky  ; 
Their  Glory  fades,  their  Courage  faints, 
And  all  their  Projects  die. 

7  [What  tho'  they  flounfh  tall  and  fair, 

They  have  no  Root  beneath  ; 
Their  Growth  fhall  perifh  in  Defpair, 
And  lie  defpis'd  in  Death.] 

8  [So  Corn  that  on  the  Houfe-top  ftands, 

No  Hope  of  Ha rve ft  gives  $ 
The  Reaper  ne'er  mail  fill  his  Hands, 
Nor  Binder  fold  the  Sheaves. 

9  It  fprings  and  withers  on  the  Place  $ 

No  Traveller  beftows 
A  Word  of  Bl effing  on  the  Grafs, 
Nor  minds  it  as  he  goes.] 
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Psalm    CXXX.     Common  Metre. 
Pardoning  Grace. 
i    /~\  U  T  of  die  Deeps  of  long  Diftrefs, 
V^/   The  Borders  of  Defpair, 
I  fent  my  Cries  to  feek  thy  Grace, 
My  Groans  to  move  thine  Ear. 
4  Great  God,  mould  thy  feverer  Eye, 
And  thine  impartial  Hand, 
Mark  and  revenge  Iniquity, 
No  mortal  Flefli  could  ftand. 

3  But  there  are  Pardons  with  my  God 

For  Crimes  of  high  Degree  ;    . 
Thy  Son  hath  bought  them  with  his*piood, 
To  draw  us  near  to  Thee. 

4  [I  wait  for  thy  Salvation,  Lord, 

With  ftrong  Defires  I  wait ; 
My  Soul,  invited  by  thy  Word, 
Stands  watching  at  thy  Gate.] 

5  [Juft  as  the  Guards  that  keep  the  Night 

Long  for  the  Morning-Skies, 
Watch  the  flrft  Beams  of  breaking  Light, 
And  meet  them  with  their  Eyes  : 

6  So  waits  my  Soul  to  fee  thy  Grace, 

And  more  intent  than  they, 
Meets  the  firft  Op'nings  of  thy  Face  \ 
And  finds  a  brighter  Day.] 

7  Then  in  the  Lord  let  Ifrel  trull, 

Let  Ifrel  feek  his  Face  ; 
The  Lord  is  good  as  well  as  juft, 
And  plenteous  in  his  Grace. 

8  There's  lull  Redemption  at  his  Throne 

For  Sinners  long  enflavd  ; 
The  great  Redeemer  is  his  Son  : 
And  LYcl  (hall  be  favYl. 
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Psalm    CXXX.     Long  Metre. 
Pardoning  Grace . 

I   TT^  ROM  deep  Diftrefs  and  troubled  Thoughts, 
JP     To  Thee,  my  God,  I  rais'd  my  Cries  ; 
If  thou  fevereiy  mark  our  Faults,. 
No  Flefh  can  ftand  before  thine  Eyes. 

a     But  thou  haft  built  thy  Throne  of  Grace, 
Free  to  difpenie  thy  Pardons  there, 
That  Sinners  may  approach  thy  Face, 
And  hope,  and  love,  as  well  as  fear. 

3  As  the  benighted  Pilgrims  wait, 
And  long  and  wifh  for  breaking  Cay, 
So  wait(s«rny  Soul  before  thy  Gate ; 
When  will  my  God  his  Face  diiplay  ? 

4  My  Truft  is  fiVd  upon  thy  Word, 
Nor  fhall  I  truft  thy  Word  in  vain  j 
Let  mourning  Sculs  addrefs  the  Lord, 
And  find  Relief  from  all  their  Pain. 

5  Great  is  his  Love,  and  large  his  Grace, 
Thro1  the  Redemption  of  his  Son  : 
He  turns  our  Feet  from  fin  fill  Ways, 
And  pardons  what  our  Hands  have  done. 

Psalm     CXXXI. 

Humility  and  Sulrmifficn, 
ITS  there  Ambition  in  my  Heart  ? 
**■  Search,  gracious  Go  D,  and  fee ; 
Or  do  I  a cl  a  haughty  Part  ? 
Lord,  I  appeal  to  Thee. 
a  I  charge  my  Thoughts,  be  humble  (till, 
And  all  my  Carriage  mild, 
Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  Will, 
And  quiet  as  a  Child. 
3  The  patient  Soul,  the  lowly  Mind 
Shall  have  a  large  Reward : 
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Let  Saints  in  Sorrow  lie  refignVl, 
And  truft  a  faithful  Lord. 

Psalm    CXXXII.  5,  13—18.  Long  Metre. 

At  the  Settlement  cf  a  Church  :  or,  ^he  Ordination 

of  a  Minifter. 
1   ^T  THERE   mall  we  go  to  feek,  and  find, 
V  V     An  Habitation  for  our  God, 

A  Dwelling  for  th"  eternal  Mind 

Amongft  the  Sons  of  Flefh  and  Blood? 
z     The  GOD  cf  Jacob  chofe  the  Hill 

Cf  Zion,  for  his  ancient  Red  j 

And  Zion  is  his  Dwelling  (rill, 

His  Church  is  with  his  Prefence  blefr. 
3     "  Here  will  I  fix  my  gracious  Throne, 

u  And  reign  for  ever,  faith  the  Lord  ; 

**  Here  mall  my  Pow'r  and  Love  be  known, 

"  And  Bleflings  mall  attend  my  Word. 
!j.     "  Here  will  I  meet  the  hungry  Poor, 

"  And  fill  their  Souls  with  living  Bread  j 

"  Sinners  that  wait  before  my  Door, 

M  With  iweet  Provifions  flia.ll  be  fed. 
"  Girded  with  Truth,  and  cloath'd  with  Grac  . 

M  My  Priefts  my  Minifters  (hall  mine  : 

4<  Not  Aaron  in  his  coftly  drefs, 

"  Made  an  Appearance  fo  divine. 
u  The  Saints  unable  to  contain 

u  Their  inward  Joys,  mail  mout  and  fing  } 

f*  The  Sons  of  David  here  mall  reign, 

iC  And  Zion  triumph  in  her  King. 

"   Urfus  ^la^  *ec  a  numVous  Seed 
N  Born  here,  f uphold  his  glorious  Name ; 
u  His  Crown  mall  flourifh  on  his  Head, 
"  While  all  his  Foes  are  cloatkM  with  Shame."] 

N 
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Psalm  CXXXII.  4,  5,  7,  8,  15—17.  Com.  Metre 
A  Church  ejlablijhed. 

1    [  IK  T  O  Sleep  nor  Slumber  to  his  Eyes 
Jl^I    Good  David  would  afford, 
T-iii  he  had  found  below  the  Skies 
A  Dwelling  for  the  Lord. 
%  The  Lord  in  Zion  placVl  his  Name, 
His  Ark  was  fettled  there  : 
To  Zion  the  whole  Nation  came, 
To  worfhip  thrice  a  Year. 

3  But  we  have  no  fuch  Lengths  to  go, 

Nor  wander  far  abroad  ; 
Where'er  thy  Saints  aifemble  now, 
There  is  a  Koufe  for  God-] 

Pause. 

4  Arife,  O  King  of  Grace,  arife, 

And  enter  to  thy  Reft, 
Lo  !   thy  Church  waits  with  longing  Eye?, 
Thus  to  be  own'd  and  blert. 

5  Enter  with  all  thy  glorious  Tiv:in, 

Thy  Spirit  and  thy  Word  ; 
All  that  the  Ark  did  once  contain 
Could  no  fuch  Grace  afford. 

6  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  our  Vows, 

Here  lef  thy  Fraifc  be  fpread  ; 

Bleis  the  Provifions  of  thy  Houfe, 

And  fill  thy  Poor  with  Bread. 

7  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign, 

Let  God's  Anointed  hY.ne  ; 
Juftice  and  Truth  his  Court  maintain, 
With  Love  and  PowY  divine. 
g   Here  let  him  hold  a  lifting  Throne, 
And  as  his  Kingdom  grc 
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Frefh  Honours  Pa  all  adorn  his  Crown, 
And  Shame  confound  his  Foes. 

P  S  A  L  M    CXXXIII.     Common  Metre. 
Er 'other \y  Lo^e. 

LO,  what  an  entertaining  Sight 
Are.  Brethren  that  agree, 
Brethren,  whole  chearful  Hearts  unite 
In  Bands  of  Piety! 
I   When  Streams  of  Love  from  Chriu  the  Spring, 
Defcend.to  evVy  So  id, 
And  heav'nly  Peace  with  balmy  Wing 
Shades  and  bc-dev/s  the  whole  : 
I  'Tis  like  the  Oil  divinely  fweet 
On  Aarcns  rev'rend  Head, 
The  trickling  Drops  perfum"d  his  Feet, 
And  o'er  his  Garments  fpread. 
4.  'Tis  pleafant  as  the  Morning  Dews 
That  fail  on  Zions  Hill, 
Where  God  his  mildeft  Glory  fliew?, 
And  makes  his  Grace  diftil. 

P  s  a  L  m     CXXXIII.     Short  Metre. 

Communion  of  Saints :  or^   Love  and  IVorJhip   in  & 

Family. 

1  TJ  LEST  are  the  Sons  of  Peace, 
JL)   Whofe  Hearts  and  Hopes  are  one, 
Whole  kind  Defigns  to  ferve  and  plea/e 

Thro1  all  their  Actions  run. 

2  Bled  is  the  pious  Houfe 

Where  Zeal  and  Friendship  meet, 
Their  Songs  of  Praife,  their  mingled  Vows, 
Make  their  Communion  fweet. 


N  % 
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3  Thus  when  on  Aaron  $  Head 
They  pour\l  the  rich  Perfume, 
The  Oil  thro'  all  his  Raiment  fpread, 
And  Pleafure  hlPd  the  Room. 
4  Thus  on  the  heav'nly  Hills 
The  Saints  are  bieft  above, 
Where  Joy  like  Morning  Dew  diftils, 
And  all  the  Air  is  Love. 

Psalm    CXXXIIL    As  the 

The  Blcffmg  of  Friendship, 
i    TJ  O  W  pleafant  'tis  to  fee 
ITI   Kindred  and  Friends  agree, 
Each  in  their  proper  Stations  move, 
And  each  fulfil  their  Part 
With  fympathizing  Heart, 
In  all  the  Cares  of  Life  and  Love ! 

a  'Tis  like  the  Ointment  fhed 

On  Aaron's  facred  Head, 
Divinely  rich,  divinely  fvveet  ; 

The  Oil  thro'  all  the  Room 

DifFusM  a  choice  Perfume, 
Ran  thro'  his  Robes,  and  bleft  his  Feet. 

3  Like  fruitful  ShowVs  of  Rain 

That  water  all  the  Plain, 
Defending  from  the  neighboring  Hills  ; 

Such  Streams  of  Pleafure  roll 

Thro'  ev'ry  friendly  Soul, 
Where  Love  like  hiav'nly  Dew  diftils, 

Repeat  thefirji  Stanza  to  compleat  the  Tune, 
Psalm    CXXXIV. 
Daily  and  Nightly  Devotion. 

YE  that  obey  trT  Immortal  King, 
Attend  his  holy  Place  ; 
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Bow  to  the  Glories  of  his  Pow'r, 

And  blefs  his  wondaous  Grace. 

2  Lift  up  your  Hands  by  Morning-light, 

And  fend  your  Souls  on  high  ; 
Raife  your  admiring  Thoughts  by  Night 
Above  the  dairy  Sky. 

3  The  God  of  Zion  chears  our  Hearts, 

With  Rays  of  quickning  Grace  j 
The  God  that  fpreads  the  Heav'ns  abroad, 
And  rules  the  fwelling  Seas, 

Psalm    CXXXV.  1 — 4,  14,  19—21.  FirJ}  Part. 
Long  Metre. 

The  Church  is  GOD\<  Hottfe  and  Care. 
1    DRAISE   ye  the  Lord,  exalt  his  Name, 
ji      While  in  his  holy  Courts  ye  wait, 
Ye  Saints,  that  to  his  Hcufe  belong, 
Or  ftand  attending  at  his  Gate. 

Praife  ye  the  Lord  j  the  Lord  is  good  ; 
To  praife  his  Name  is.fweet  Employ  : 
Ifr'el  he  chofe  of  old,  and  (till 
His  Church  is  his  peculiar  Joy. 

The  Lord  hitrueif  will  judge  his  Saints ; 
He  treats  his  Servants  as  his  Friends  j 
And  when  he  hears  their  lore  Complaints, 
Repents  the  Sorrows  that  he  fends. 

Thro*  evYy  Age  the  Lord  declares 
His  Name,  and  breaks  th'  Oppreflbr's  Rod  j 
He  gives  his  iulF'ring  Servants  Reft, 
And  will  be  known  77/  Almighty  GOD. 

Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  who  tafte  his  Love, 
People  and  Pricfts  exalt  his  Name  : 
Amongft  his  Saints  he  ever  dwells  j 
His  Church  is  his  Jerujalem. 
N  3 
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Psal  M  CXXXV.     5—12.     Second  Part. 

The  Works  of  Creation,    Providence,  Redemption  of 
Ifrael,  and  Deftruftion  cf  Enemies. 

i   pREAT    is  the  Lord,  exalted  high, 
\j   Above  all  Pcw'rs  and  ev'ry  Throne  ; 
Whate'er  he  pleafe  in  Earth  or  Sea, 
Or  Keav'n  or -Hell,  his  Hand  hath  done. 

2  At  his  Command  the  Vapours  rife, 

The  Lightnings  flaih,  the  Thunders  roar  j 
He  pours  the  Rain  he  brings  the  Wind, 
And  Tempeft  from  his  airy  Store. 

3  'Twas  he  thofe  dreadful  Tokens  fent, 
O  Egypt,  thro1  thy  ftubborn  Land  ; 
When  all  thy  firft-born,  Beafts  and  Men, 
Fell  dead  by  his  avenging  Hand. 

4.     What  mighty  Nations,  mighty  Kings 
He  flew,  and  their  whole  Country  gave 
To  Ifrel,  whom  his  Hand  redeeirfd, 
No  more  to  be  proud  PbaraofSs  Slave  ! 

5     His  Pow'r  the  fame,  the  fame  his  Grace, 
That  faves  us  from  the  Hods  of  Hell  : 
And  Heav'n  he  gives  us  to  po  fiefs, 
Whence  thofe  apoftate  Angels  fell. 

Psalm    CXXXV.     Common  Metre. 
Praife  due  to  G  0  D,  not  to  I 
i      A  WAKE,    ye  Saints,  to  praife  your  King, 
jflL  Your  fweeteft  Paflions  laife, 
Your  pious  Pleafure,  while  you  ling, 
Increafing  with  the  Praife. 
i  Great  is  the  Lord  •  and  Works  unknown 
Are  his  divine  Employ  : 
But  (till  his  Saints  are  near  his  Throne, 
His  Treafure  and  his  Joy, 


P  S  A  L  M      CXXXVI.  271 

3  Hea\ 'n,   Earth,  and  Sea  confefs  his  Hand  ; 
He  bids  the  Vapours  rife  ; 
Lightning  and  Storm,   at  his  Commend, 
zp  thro"  the  founding  Skies. 
4.  All  Pow'r,  that  Gods  or  Kings  have  claimed, 
Is  found  with  him  alone  : 
Bui  Heathen  Gods  mould  ne'er  be  nairfd 
Wh:re  oor  Jehovah**  known. 

5  Which  of  the  Stocks  or  Stones  they  truft 

Can  give  them  ShowYs  of  Rain? 
In  vain  they  worfhip  glfttVing  Duft, 
And  pray  to  Gold  in  vain. 

6  [Their  Gods  have  Tongues  that  cannot  talk, 

Such  as  their  Makers  gave  j 
Their  Feet  were  ne'er  defign'd  to  walk, 
Nor  Hands  have  Pow'r  to  lave. 

7  Elind  are  their  Eyes,  their  Ears  are  deal. 

Nor  hear  when  Mortals  pray  j 
Mortals  that  wait  for  their  Relief, 
Are  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 

8  O  Britain,  know  thy  living  God, 

ve  him  with  Faith  ?.nd  Fear  ; 
He  makes  thy  Churches  his  Abode, 
And  claims  thine  Honours  there. 

P  s  a  L  m     CXXXVI.     Common  Metre. 

GODs  Wonders  of  Crer:t:i);,   Pr 
turn  of "  Ifrael,'  and  Salvation  of 

1  f*  IVE   Thanks  to  God  the  fov'reign  Lord, 
VJ   His  Mercies  Jill  I  t  n  lure  : 

I  be  the  KLiri  M  j 

His  Truth  is  cuerfure- 

2  Wh;  t  Wonders  hath  his  Whdem  d< 

IL  w  wig  hi)  is  lis  Hand! 
N  4 
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Heav  n,  Earth  and  Sea,  he  framM  alone  : 
How  wide  is  bis  Command  ! 

3  The  Sun  fupplies  the  Day  with  Light  j 

Hovj  bright  bis  Counfels  fkine  ! 
The  Moon  and  Stars  adorn  the  Night : 
His  Works  are  all  divine. 

4  [He  (truck  the  Sons  of  Egypt  dead: 

How  dreadful  is  bis  Rod  t 
And  thence  with  Joy  his  People  led  : 
How  gracious  is  our  GOD! 

5  He  cleft  the  (Welling  Sea  in  two 5 

His  Arm  is  great  in  Might  : 
And  gave  the  Tribes  a  Tallage  thro'  5 
His  Poeiv9r  and  Grace  unite, 

6  But  Pbaroab's  Army  there  he  drownM  : 

How  glorious  are  his  Ways  ! 
And  brought  his  Saints  thro1  defart  Ground  : 
Eternal  be  bis  Praife. 

7  Great  Monarchs  fell  beneath  his  Hand  j 

Victorious  is  bis  Sword  > 
While  If/ el  took  the  promis'd  Land  j 

And  faithful  is  his  Word.] 
S  He  law  the  Nations  dead  in  Sin  ; 

He  felt  his  Pity  move  : 
How  tad  the  State  the  World  was  in  ! 

How  boundlefs  was  bis  Love ! 
0  He  Tent  to  fave  us  from  our  Woe  5 

His  Goodnefs  never  fails ; 
From  Death,  and  Heli,   and  evYy  Foe  ; 

And  fill  his  Grace  prevails. 
10  Give  Thanks  to  God  the  heavenly  King  ; 

His  Mercies  fill  endure  : 
Let  the  whole  Earth  his  Praifes  fing  5 

His  truth  is  ever  fur e. 
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Psalm    CXXXVI.     As  the  148/A  Pfalm. 

1   /^1  IV  E  Thanks  to  God  mod  High, 
Vj  The  universal  Lord  : 
The  fov'reign  King  of  Kings  5 
And  be  his  Grace  ador'd. 

His  Povfr  and  Grace 

Are  /till  the  fame  ; 

And  let  his  Name 

Have  endlefs  Praife. 
1  How  mighty  is  his  Hand  ! 
What  Wonders  hath  he  done  ! 
He  form'd  the  Earth  and  Seas, 
And  fpread  the  Heav'ns  alone. 

Thy  Mercy,   Lord, 

Shall  fill  endure  \ 

And  ever  f ure 

Abides  thy  Word. 

3  His  Wii'dom  fram'd  the  Sun, 
To  crown  the  Day  with  Light ; 
The  Moon  and  twinkling  Stars, 
To  chear  the  darkfome  Night. 

His  Pozv'r  and  Grace 
Are  ftill  the  fame  ; 
And  let  his  Name 
Have  endlefs  Praife, 

4  [He  fmote  the  firft-born  Sons, 
The  FlowV  of  Egypt,  dead  5 
And  thence  his  choien  Tribes 
With  Joy  and  Glory  led. 

Thy  Mercy,  Lordy 
Shall Jlill  endure  : 
And  ever  fure 
Abides  thy  Word. 
5  His  PowV  and  lifted  Rod 
Cleft  the  Red-fea  in  two  j 
N  5 
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And  for  his  People  made 
A  wondrous  Paffage  thro'. 

His  Pc-jSr  and  Grace 

Are  fill  the  fame  ; 

And  let  his  Name 

Have  endlefs  Praife. 

6  But  cruel  Pbaroah  there 
With  all  his  Holt  he  drowned  5 
And  brought  his  Ifr*el  fai 
Thro1  a  long  defart  Ground. 

Thy  Mercy,  Lord, 
Shall/ah  endure  ', 
And  ever  fur e 
Abides  thy  Word. 

Pause. 

7  The  Kings  of  Canaan  fell 
Beneath  his  dreadful  Hand  ; 
While  his  own  Servants  teoje. 
PoffelHon  of  their  Land. 

His  PovSr  and  Grace 

Are  [till  the  fame  ; 

And  let  his  Name 

Have  endlefs  Praife .] 
%  He  faw  the  Nations  lie 
All  perifhing  in  Sin, 
And  pity'd  the  fad  State 
The  ruin'd  World  was  in. 

Thy  Mercy,  Lord, 

Shall  fill  endure  \ 

And  ever  fur e 

Abides  thy  Word. 
9  He  fent  his  only  Son 
To  fave  us  from  our  Woe, 
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From  Satan,  Sin  and  Death, 
And  ev'r)  hurtful  Foe. 
His  Po~i>/r  and  Grace 
Are  fill  the  fa?::.  \ 
And  let  bis  Name 
Have  endlefs  Pr 
10  Give  Thanks  aloud  to  God, 
To  God  the  heav'nly  King  5 
And  iet  the  fpaciou 
His  Works  and  ( 
Thy  Mercies ,   I. 
Shall  Jin!  endure  \ 
Aa  - 

Abides  thy  Wi      ■ 
P  s  a  l  M    CXXXVI.     \  ./.     Long  Metre, 

1  /"^  IVE  to  cur  God  immortal  . 

vJT   Mercy  and  Truth  are  ail  his  V. 
Wonders  of  Grace  to  GOD  belong, 
Re- .  ies  in  your  Si 

2  Give  to  the  Lord  of  Lord  —n, 
The  King  of  Ki:  vn  : 
His  Mercies  .                    .dure 

When  Lords  and  \L  known  n't 

3  He  built  the  Earth,  he  fprcad  the  Sky, 
And  fix'd  the  ftarry  Lights  on  high  : 
Wonders  of  Grace  to  GOD  belong* 
Repeat  his  Mercies  in  your  Song. 

4  He  fills  the  Sun  with  Morning-light, 
He  bids  the  Moon  direct  the  Night  : 
His  Mercies  ever  f  e, 
When  Suns  and  Moon  mall  (rune  no  n 

5  The  Jews  he  freed  from  Pharaciis  Hand, 
And  I  hem  to  the  promised  Land  : 
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Wonders  of  Grace  to  GOD  belong, 
Repeat  his  Mercies  in  your  Song* 

6  He  faw  the  Gentiles  dead  in  Sin, 
And  felt  his  Pity  work  within  : 
His  Mercies  ever  fiall  endure, 

When  Death  and  Sin  mall  reign  no  more. 

7  He  Tent  his  Son  with  Pow'r  to  fave 
From  Guilt  and  Darknefs,  and  the  Grave  : 
Wonders  of  Grace  to  GOD  belong, 
Repeat  his  Mercies  in  your  So?ig. 

8  Thro'  this  vain  World  he  guides  our  Feet, 
And  leads  us  to  his  heav'nly  Seat  : 

His  Mercies  ever  fhall  endure, 

When  this  vain  World  mall  be  no  more* 

Psalm    CXXXVIII. 

Rcfioring  and  preferring  Grace* 
i    [^"^TITH  all  my  Pow'rs  of  Heart  and  Tongue 
W     I'll  praife  my  Maker  in  my  Song  : 
Angels  fhall  hear  the  Notes  I  raife, 
Approve  the  Song,  and  join  the  Praife. 

2,     Angels  that  make  thy  Church  their  Care 
Shall  witnefs  my  Devotions  there, 
While  holy  Zeal  diiecls  my  Eyes 
To  thy  fair  Temple  in  the  Skies.] 

3  Til  fing  thy  Truth  and  Mercy,  Lord, 
I'll  fing  the  Wonders  of  thy  Word  ; 
Not  all  thy  Works  and  Names  below, 
So  much  th}r  PowY  and  Glory  (how. 

4  To  God  I  cryM  when  Troubles  rofe  ; 
He  heard  me,  and  fubdu'd  my  Foes  j 
He  did  my  rifing  Fears  controul, 

Aid  Strength  diffus'd  thro'  all  my  Soul. 


PSALM    CXXXIX.  277 

The  God  of  Heav'n  maintains  his  State, 
Frowns  on  the  Proud,  and  fcorns  the  Great  J 
But  from  his  Throne  defcends  to  fee 
The  Sons  of  humble  Poverty. 

Amidft  a  thoufand  Snares  I  ltand, 
Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  Hand  ; 
Thy  Words  iny  fainting  Soul  revive, 
And  keep  my  dying  Faith  alive. 

Grace  will  compleat  what  Grace  begins, 
To  lave  from  Sorrows  or  from  Sins  : 
The  Work  that  Wifdom  undertakes 
Eternal  Mercy  ne'er  forfakes. 

Psalm    CXXXIX.    Tlrfi  Part.    Long  Metre. 
tbe  All-feeing  GOD. 

LORD,  thou  haft  fearcrfd  and  feen  me  thro' : 
Thine  Eye  commands  with  piercing  View 
My  rifing  and  my  retting  Hours, 
My  Heart  and  Flcfh  with  all  their  Pow'rs. 
1     My  Thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own, 
Are  to  my  God  diftinclly  known  ; 
He  knows  the  Words  I  mean  to  fpeak, 
Ere  from  my  op'ning  Lips  they  break. 

3     Within  thy  circling  Pow'r  I  ftand  5 

On  ev'ry  Side  I  find  thy  Hand  : 

Awake,  afleep,  at  home,   abroad, 

I  am  furrounded  ftill  with  God. 
4.     Amazing  Knowledge,  vaft  and  great ! 

What  large  Extent !    What  lofty  Height  ! 

My  Soul,  with  all  the  Pow'rs  I  boaft, 

Is  in  the  boundlefs  Prolpecl  loft. 
5     O  may  thefe  Thoughts  pojfefs  my  Breaft, 

Where  er  I  rove,  where'er  I  reft ! 
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Nor  let  my  weaker  Papons  dare 
Conjent  to  Sin,  for  GGD  is  there. 

Pause    I. 

6  Could  I  fo  falfe,  fo  faithlefs  prove, 
To  quit  thy  Service  and  thy  Love, 
Where,   Lord,  could  I  thy  Prefence  fhun, 
Or  from  thy  dreadful  Glory  run  ? 

7  If  up  to  Heav'n  I  take  my  Flight, 

'  Lis  there  thou  dweirit  enthronM  in  Light; 
Or  dive  to  Hell,   there  Vengeance  reigns, 
And  Satan  groans  beneath  thy  Chains. 

8  If  mounted  on  a  Morning-Ray 
I  fly  beyond  the  V/eftem  Sea, 

Thy  fwifter  Hand  wou'd  flrft  arrive, 
And  there  arrefl  thy  Fugitive. 

9  Or  mould  I  try  to  fhun  thy  Sight 
Beneath  the  fpreading  Veil  of  Night, 
One  Glance  of  thine,  one  piercing  Ray, 
Would  kindle  Darknefs  into  Day. 

10  O  ?nay  thefe  Thoughts  pojjejs  my  Breaft, 
Where'er  I  roue,  wherever  I  refi  I 

Nor  let  my  weaker  PaJJwns  dare 
Conjent  to  Sin,  for  GOD  is  there. 

Pause     II. 

1 1  The  Veil  of  Night  is  no  Difguife, 

No  Screen  from  thy  All-fearching  Eyes  ; 
Thy  Hand  can  feize  thy  Foes  as  foon 
Thro'  Midnight-fhades  as  blazing  Noon. 

12  Midnight  and  Noon  in  this  agree, 
Great  God,  they're  both  alike  to  Thee  : 
Not  Death  can  hide  what  God  will  fpy, 
And  Hell  lies  naked  to  his  Eye. 

j  3     O  ?nay  thefe  Thoughts  pojjejs  ??y  Breaft, 
Where'er  I  ro-ve,  where'er  I  reft  t 
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Nor  let  my  ^weaker  Papons  dare 
Cojife?it  to  Sin,  for  GOD  is  there. 

sal  M    CXXXIX.     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 

'The  wonderful  Formation  of  Men. 
'^pWAS  from  thy  Hand,  my  God,   I  came, 

1     A  Work  of  filch  a  curious  Frame] 
In  me  thy  fearful  Wcndc: 
And  each  proclaim  thy  Skill  divide.  ( 

Thine  Eyes  did  all  my  L'mos  i\\v . 
Which  yet  in  dark  Confufion  lav  ; 
Thou  faw'fl  the  daily  Growth  they  tcck^ 
Form'd  by  the  Model  of  thy  Book. 

By  Thee  my  growing  Parts  were  nairfd, 
And  what  thy  ibv'reign  Couirfels  framd, 
(  The  breathing  Lungs,  the  beating  E&e&it) 
Was  copy'd  with  unerring  A.   . 

At  laft,  to  fhew  my  Makers  Name, 
God  ftamp'd  his  Image  on  my  Fr 

And  in  fome  unknown  Moment  joirfd 
The  fmifh'd  Members  to  the  Mind. 

There  the  young  Seeds  of  Thought  began, 
And  all  the  PaiTions  of  the  Man  : 
Great  God,  our  Infant  Nature  pays 
Immortal  Tribute  to  thy  Praile. 

Pause. 

Lord,  fince  in  my  advancing  Age 
I've  adted  on  Life's  bufy  Stage, 
Thy  Thoughts  of  Love  to  me  furmount 
The  Pow'r  of  Numbers  to  recount. 

I  could  furvey  the  Ocean  o"er, 
And  count  each  Sand  that  makes  the  She  re, 
Befcre  my  fwifteft  Thought-  could  t  ace 
The  nunVrous  Wonders  of  thy  Gi 
3 
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8     Thefe  on  my  Heart  are  ftill  impreft, 
With  thefe  I  give  my  Eyes  to  reft  j 
And  at  my  waking  Hour  I  find 
God  and  his  Love  pofTefs  my  Mind. 

Psalm    CXXXIX.     Third  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Sincerity  prof efs'd,  and  Grace  try'd:   or,  The  He  art  - 

fe arching  GOD. 
I    A  ff  Y  Gor>,  what  inward  Grief  I  feel 

JLV JL   When  impious  Men  transgrefs  thy  Will ! 

I  mourn  to  hear  their  Lips  profane 

Take  thy  tremendous  Name  in  vain. 
a     Does  not  my  Soul  deteft  and  hate 

The  Sons  of  Malice  and  Deceit  ? 

Thofe  that  oppofe  thy  Laws  and  Thee, 

I  count  them  Enemies  to  me. 
5     Lord,  fearch  my  Soul,  try  ev'ry  Thought  5 

Tho'  my  own  Heart  accufe  me  not 

Of  walking  in  a  falfe  Difguife, 

I  beg  the  Trial  of  thine  Eyes. 

4     Doth  fecret  Mifchief  lurk  within  ? 
Do  I  indulge  fome  unknown  Sin  ? 
O  turn  my  F;eet  whene'er  I  ftray, 
And  lead  me  in  thy  perfect  Way  ! 

Psalm  CXXXIX.  Firft  Part.    Common  Metre. 

GOD  is  every -where* 

1  TN  all  my  vaft  Concerns  with  Thee, 
X  In  vain  my  Soul  would  try 

To  fhun  thy  Prefence,  Lord,  or  flee 
The  Notice  of  thine  Eye. 

2  Thy  all-furrounding  Sight  furveys 

My  Rifing  and  my  Reft, 
y      public  Walks,  my  private  Ways, 
And  Secrets  of  my  Bread. 
4- 
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3  My  Thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord 

Before  they're  fornVd  within  ; 
And  ere  my  Lips  pronounce  the  Word, 

He  knows  the  Senfe  I  mean. 
4.  O  wondrous  Knowledge,  deep  and  high  ! 

Where  can  a  Crearure  hide  ? 
Within  thy  circling  Arms  I  lie, 

Befet  on  ev'ry  Side. 
5  So  let  thy  Grace  furround  me  (till, 

And  like  a  Bulwark  prove, 
To  guard  my  Soul  from  evYy  111, 

Secur'd  by  fov'reign  Love. 

Pause. 

4  Lord,  where  mail  guilty  Sculs  retire 

Forgotten  and  unknown  ? 
In  Hell  they  meet  thy  dreadful  Fire, 
In  Heav'n  thy  glorious  Throne. 

7  Should  I  fupprefs  my  vital  Breath 

To  'fcape  the  Wrath  divine, 
Thy  Voice  would  break  the  Bars  cf  Death, 
And  make  the  Grave  refien. 

8  If  wing'd  with  Beams  of  Morning-Light 

I  fly  beyond  the  Weft> 
Thy  Hand,  which  mult  fupport  my  Flight, 
W  ou'd  foon  betray  my  Reif . 

9  If  o'er  my  Sins  I  think  to  draw 

The  Curtains  of  the  Night, 
Thofc  flaming  Eyes  that  guard  thy  Law 
WouM  tuin  the  Shades  to  Light. 

10  The  Beams  of  Noon,  the  Midnight-hour 

Are  both  alike  to  Thee  : 
O  may  I  ne'er  provoke  that  Pow'r 
From  which  I  cannot  flee  I 
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Psalm    CXXXIX.    Second  Part.    Com.  Metre. 
The  Wifdom  of  GOD  in  the  Formation  of  Man. 

1  vy  HEN   I  with  pleating  Wonder  itand, 

v*     And  all  ray  Frame  iurvty, 
Lord,  'tis  thy  Work  ',  I  own  thy  Hand 
Thus  built  my  humble  Clay. 

2  Thy  Hand  my  Heart  and  Reins  poiieU 

Where  unborn  Nature  grew  ; 
Thy  Wifdom  all  my  Features  trae'd, 
And  all  my  Members  drew. 

3  Thine  Eye  with  niceil  Care  furveyVi 

The  Growth  of  ev'ry  Part  5 . 
Till  the  whole  Scheme,   thy  Thoughts  had  laid, 

Was  copy'd  by  thy  Art. 
4,  Heav'n,  Earth  and  Sen,  ar A  Fire  and  Wind 

Shew  me  thy  wondrous  Skill  j 
But  I  review  myfelf,  and  find 

Diviner  Wonders  ltill. 

5  Thy  awful  Glories  round  me  fhine, 
MyFlefn  proclaims  thy  Praile  ; 
Lord,  to  thy  Works  of  Nature  join 
Thy  Miracles  of  Grace. 

Psalm  CXXXIX.      14,  17,    18.    third  Part, 

Common  Metie. 

The  Mercies  of  G  O  D  innumerable. 
An  Evening  Pfalm. 

1  T     ORD,  when  I  count  thy  Mercies  o'er, 
I    J  They  Alike  me  with  Surprise  ; 

Nor  all  the  Sands  that  fpread  the  Shore 
To  equal  Numbers  rife. 

2  My  Flefh  with  Fear  and  Wonder  (lands, 

The  Product  of  thy  Skill, 
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And  hourly  BlefTmgs  from  thy  Hands 
Thy  Thoughts  of  Love  reveal. 
3  Thefe  on  my  Heart  by  Nkht  I  keep  j 
How  kind,  how  dear  to  me  ! 
O  may  the  Hour  that  ends  my  S!eep, 
Stili  find  my  Thoughts  with  Thee  ! 

P  s  a  L  M    CXLT.     2,    3,   4,   5. 
Watchfuhzefs  and  brotherly  Rc/rccf. 
A  Morning  or  Ever  in. 

1    "ft    IT  Y  God,  accept  my  early  Vows, 
jLVJL   Like  Morning  Incenie  in  thine  Houfe, 
And  let  my  nightly  Wor/hip  rife 
Sweet  as  the  Ef'ning  Sacrifice, 
a     Watch  o'er  my  Lips,  and  guard  them,  Lord, 
From  ev'ry  rafn  and  beediefs  Word  j 
Nor  let  my  Feet  incline  to  tread 
The  guilty  Path  where  Sinners  lead. 

3  O  may  the  Righteous  when  I  ftray. 
Smite  and  reprove  my  wand  Yin  g  Way  ! 
Their  gentle  Words,-  like  Ointment  fhed, 
Shall  never  bruife,  but  chear  my  Head. 

4  When  I  behold  them  prert  With  Grief, 
I'll  crv  to  H  Relief; 
And  by  nv  re 
How  much  I  prize  .  Love. 

P  :>  a  l  m     CXLII. 
G  C  D  is  the  Hcfe  of  the  Htlplefs. 

1  V  ■  *  O  God  I  made  my  Sorrows  known, 

JL     From  God  I  fought  Relief  ; 
In  long  Complaints  before  his  Throne 
I  pour'd  out  all  my  Gri  L 

2  My  iroul  was  overwhelmed  with  Woes, 

Heart  began  to  break  j 
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My  God,  who  all  my  Burdens  knows, 
He  knows  the  Way  I  take. 
3  On  ev'ry  Side,  I  cafl:  mine  Eye, 
And  found  my  Helpers  gone, 
While  Friends  and  Strangers  pafs'd  me  by 
Neglected  or  unknown. 
4.  Then  did  I  raife  a  louder  Cry, 
And  cali'd  thy  Mercy  near, 
"  Thou  art  my  Portion  when  I  die, 
"  Be  thou  my  Refuge  here." 
5  Lord,  I  am  brought  exceeding  low, 
Now  let  thine  Ear  attend, 
And  make  my  Foes  who  vex  me  know 
I've  an  Almighty  Friend. 
S  From  my  fad  Prifon  fet  me  free, 
Then  /hall  I  praife  thy  Name, 
And  holy  Men  fhall  join  with  me, 
Thy  Kindnefs  to  proclaim. 

•     Psalm    CXLIII. 

Complaint  of  heavy  Ajfli&ions  in  Mind  and  Body. 
1   "Rv  /3  Y  xighteous  Judge,  my  gracious  God, 

XV it    Hear  when  I  fpread  my  Hands  abroad, 

And  cry  for  Succour  from  thy  Throne  ; 

O  make  thy  Truth  and  Mercy  known  ! 
z     Let  Judgment  not  againft  me  pafs  j 

Behold  thy  Servant  pleads  thy  Grace: 

Should  Juilice  call  us  to  thy  Bar, 

No  Man  alive  is  guiltlefs  there. 
3     Look  down  in  Pity,  Lord,  and  fee 

The  mighty  Woes  that  burden  me  j 

Down  to  the  Dull  my  Life  is  brought, 

Like  one  long  buried  and  forgot. 
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4.     T  dwell  in  Darknefs  and  unfeen, 
My  Heart  is  delblate  within  : 
My  Thoughts  in  mufing  Silence  trace 
The  ancient  Wonders  of  thy  Grace. 

5  Thence  I  derive  a  Glimpfe  of  Hope 
To  bear  my  finking  Spirits  up  ; 

I  frretch  my  Hands  to  God  again, 
And  thirft  like  parched  Lands  for  Rain. 

6  For  thee  I  thirft,   I  pray,  I  mourn  ; 
When  will  thy  finiling  Face  return  j 
Shall  all  my  Joys  on  Earth  remove  ? 
And  God  for  ever  hide  his  Love  ? 

7  My  God,  thy  long  Delay  to  fave 
Will  fink  thy  Prisoner  to  the  Grave; 

My  Heart  grows  faint,  and  dim  mine  Eye  5 
Make  hafte  to  help  before  I  die. 

8  The  Night  is  Witnefs  to  my  Tears, 
Diftrefling  Pains,  diftrefling  Fears  ; 

0  might  I  hear  thy  Mcrning  Voice, 
How  would  my  weary 'd  Pow'rs  rejoice  ! 

9  In  thee  I  truft,  to  thee  I  figli, 
And  lift  my  heavy  Soul  on  high  ; 
For  Thee  fit  waiting  all  the  Day, 
And  wear  the  tirefome  Hours  away. 

10  Break  off  my  Fetters,  Lord,  and  (how 
Which  is  the  Path  my  Feet  mould  go  j 

If  Snares  and  Foes  befet  the  Road, 

1  flee  to  hide  me  near  my  God. 

1 1  Teach  me  to  do  thy  holy  Will, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  heav'nly  Hill  ; 
Let  the  good  Spirit  of  thy  Love 
Conduct  me  to  thy  Courts  above. 

12  Then  fliall  my  Soul  no  ir»ore  complain, 
The  Tempter  then  fhall  rage  in  vain  j 
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And  Flefh,  that  was  my  Foe  before, 
Shall  never  vex  my  Spirit  more. 

Psalm     CXLIV.     Firfl  Part.   1,2. 
AJfifiance  and  Viclory  in  the  fpirhual  Warfare* 
1    TV  OR  ever  blefted  be  the  Lord, 
JL      My  Saviour  and  my  Shield  ; 
He  fends  his  Spirit  with  his  Word, 
To  arm  me  for  the  Field, 
a  When  Sin  and  Hell  their  Force  unite, 
He  makes  my  Soul  his  Care, 
Inihucls  me  to  the  heav'nly  Fight, 
And  guards  me  through  the  War, 

3  A  Friend  and  Helper  fo  divine 
Doth  my  weak  Courage  raife  ; 
He  makes  the  glorious  VicTry  mine, 
And  his  fhall  be  the  Praife. 
Psalm     CXLIV.     Second  Part.     3,  4,  5,  6. 
T'be  Vanity  of  Men,  and  Condefccnjlon  of  GOD. 

1  I"     O  R.  D,    what  is  Man,  poor  feeble  Man, 
JLi   Born  of  the  Earth  at  firrt ; 

His  Life  a  Shadow,  light  and  vain, 
Still  halting  to  the  Dull! 

2  O  what  is  feeble  dying  Man, 

Or  any  of  his  Race, 
That  God  mould  make  it  his  Concern 
To  vifit  him  with  Grace  ! 

3  That  God  who  darts  his  Lightnings  down, 

Who  makes  the  Worlds  above, 
And  Mountains  tremble  at  his  Frown  $ 
How  wondrous  is  his  Love  ! 


Psalm    CXLIV.     qlird  Part.     12—15, 
Grace  above  Riches  :  or,  the  happy  Nation. 
APPY  the  City,   where  their  Son* 
Like  Pillars  round  a  Palace  fet, 
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And  Daughters  bright  as  poliuYd  St« 

Give  Strength  and  Beauty  to  the  State. 

2  Happy  the  Country,  where  the  Sheep, 
Cattle*  and  Corn  have  large .  Incrcafe  ; 
Where  Men  fecurely  work  or  fieep, 
Nor  Sons  of  Plunder  break  the  Peace. 

3  Happy  the  Nation  thus  endow  "d, 
But  more  divinely  hieft  are  thofe, 
On  whom  the  All-fumcient  God 
Himfelf  with  all  his  Grace  bellows. 

P  s  a  L  m     CXLIV.     Long  Metre. 

the  Greatnefs  of  GOD. 

1  *\  /TY  God,  my  King,  thy  various  Praife 
JLVJl    Shall  rill  the  Remnant  of  my  Days  : 
Thy  Grace  employ  my  humble  To:v 

Tiii  Death  and  Glory  raife  the  Song. 

2  The  Wings  of  ev'ry  Hour  mall  bt 
Some  thankful  Tribute  to  thine  Ear  j 
Ai   1  •  vYy  letting  Sun  fliall  fee 

Works  ot^  Duty  done  for  Thee. 

3  Thy  Truth  and  jufrice  111  proclaim  j 
Thy  Bounty  Hews,   an  endiefs  Stream  ; 
Thy  Mercy  fwift  j  thine  Anger  flow, 
But  dreadful  to  the  ftubborn  Fb  . 

4.     Thy  Works  with  fov'rcign  Glory  fhir.e  ; 
And  fpeak  thy  Majctty  d.v'nc  ; 
Let  Britain  round  her  Shores  proclaim 
The  Sound  and  Honour  of  thy  Name. 

5     let  dilrant  Times  and  Nations  raife 
The  long  Succeflion  of  thy  Praife  : 
And  unborn  Ages  mafoc  my  Song 
The  Joy  and  Labour  of  their  Tongue. 
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6     But  who  can  fpeak  thy  wondrous  Deeds  ? 
Thy  Greatnefs  ail  cur  Though :s  exceeds  j 
Vaft  and  unfearchable  thy  Ways, 
Vaft  and  immortal  be  thy  Praife. 

Psalm    CXLV.     i— -7,  n— 13.     Firf  Part* 
The  Greatnefs  of  GOD. 

1  T     O  N  G  as  I  live  111  blefs  thy  Name, 
M.J  My  King,  my  God  of  Love  ; 
My  Work  and  Joy  fhall  be  the  fame, 

In  the  bright  World  above. 

2  Great  is  the  Lord,  his  PowY  unknown, 

And  let  his  Praife  be  great : 
I'll  fmg  the  Honours  of  thy  Throne, 
Thy  Works  of  Grace  repeat* 

3  Thy  Grace  mall  dwell  upon  my  Tongue  ; 

And  while  my  Lips  rejoice, 
The  Men  that  hear  my  facred  Song 
Shall  join  their  chearful  Voice. 

4  Fathers  to  Sons  mall  teach  thy  Name, 

And  Children  learn  thy  Ways  ; 
Ages  to  come  thy  Truth  proclaim, 
And  Nations  lound  thy  Praife. 

5  Thy  glorious  Deeds  of  ancient  Date 

Shall  through  the  World  be  known  ; 
Thine  Arm  of  Pow'r,  thy  heavenly  State 
With  public  Splendor  fliown. 

6  The  World  is  managed  by  thy  Hands, 

Thy  Saints  are  ruPd  by  Love  ; 
And  thine  eternal  Kingdom  ftands, 
Though  Rocks  and  Hills  remove. 

Psalm    CXLV.     Second  Part,  7>  &c. 
The  Goodnefs  of GO  D. 
,   QWEET    is  the  MemVy  of  thy  Grace, 
O  My  God,  my  heav'nly  King ; 
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Let  Age  to  Age  thy  Righteoufnefs 
In  Sounds  of  Glory  iing. 

2  God  reigns  on  High,  but  not  confines 

His  Goodnefs  to  the  Skies  ; 
Through  the  whole  Earth  his  Bounty  lhinesf 
And  evVy  Want  fupplies. 

3  With  longing  Eyes  thy  Creatures  wait 

On  Thee  for  daily  Food, 
Thy  liberal  Hand  provides  their  Meat, 
And  fills  their  Mouths  with  Good. 

4.  How  kind  are  thy  Compafllons,  Lord ! 
How  (low  thine  Anger  moves  ! 
But  foon  he  fends  his  pardoning  Word 
To  chear  the  Souls  he  loves. 
5   Creatures  with  all  their  endlefs  Race 
Thy  Pow'r  and  Praife  proclaim  j 
But  Saints  that  tafte  thy  richer  Grace 
Delight  to  blefs  thy  Name. 

Psalm    CXLV.     14.,  i7,  §pc.    Third  Part, 

Mercy  to  Sufferers :  or,  GOD  hearing  Prayer. 

I    '       ET  ev'ry  Tongue  thy  Good neis  lpeak, 
1    J    Thou  ibv'reign  Lord  of  ail  ; 
Thy  ftrengthning  Hands  uphold  the  Weak, 
And  raife  the  Poor  that  fall. 

2,  When  Sorrows  bow  the  Spirit  down, 
Or  Virtue  lies  diitrefr 
Beneath  fome  proud  OpprefTor's  Frown, 
Thou  givil  the  Mourners  Reft. 
3   The  Lord  fupports  our  toff-ring  Days, 
And  guides  our  giddy  Youth  : 
Holy  and  juit  are  all  his  Ways, 
And  all  his  Words  are  Truth. 
O 
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4  He  knows  the  Pain  his  Servants  feel, 

He  hears  his  Children  cry, 
And  their  beft  Wiflies  to  fulfil 
His  Grace  is  ever  nigh. 

5  His  Mercy  never  fliall  remove 

From  Men  of  Heart  fincere  ; 
He  faves  the  Souls,  vvhofe  humble  Love 
Is  join'd  with  holy  Fear. 

6  [His  (lubborn  Foes  his  Sword  mall  flay, 

And  pierce  their  Hearts  with  Pain  j 

But  none  that  fcrve  the  Lord  fliall  fay, 

"  They  fought  his  Aid  in  vain."] 

7  [My  Lips  fliall  dwell  upon  his  Praife, 

And  fpread  his  Fame  abroad  j 
Let  all  the  Sons  of  Ada?n  raife 
The  Honours  of  their  God.] 

Psalm   CXLVI.     Long  Metre. 
?  raife  to  G  O  D  for  bis  Goodnefs  and 'Truth. 
i   pRAISE  ye  the  Lord,  my  Heart  fliall  join 
X      In  Work  fo  pleafant,  fo  divine  ; 
Now  while  the  Flefli  is  mine  Abode, 
And  when  my  Soul  afcends  to  God. 
1     Praife  fliall  employ  my  nobleft  Pow'rs, 
While  Immortality  endures  ; 
My  Days  of  Praife  fliall  ne'er  be  part, 
While  Life  and  Thought  and  Being  laft. 

3  Why  fliould  I  make  a  Man  my  Truft  ? 
Princes  muft  die  and  turn  to  Drift  ; 

Their  Breath  departs,  their  Pomp  and  Pow'r 
And  Thoughts  all  vanifli  in  an  Hour. 

4  Happy  the  Man,  whofe  Hopes  rely 
On  IfreVs  God  :   He  made  the  Sky, 
And  earth  and  Seas  with  all  their  Train, 
And  none  fliall  find  his  Promife  vain. 
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5  His  Truth  for  ever  llands  fecure  : 

He  faves  tb'  Oppr-ft,  he  feeds  the  Poor  j 
He  fends  the  lab'ring  Confcience  Peace, 
And  grants  the  Pris  ner  fweet  Releafe. 

6  The  Lord  hath  Eyes  to  give  the  Blind  ; 
The  Lord  fnpports  the  finking  Mind  j 
He  he'ps  the  Stranger  in  Diftrefs, 

The  Widow  and  the  Fatheilefs. 

7  He  loves  his  Saints,  he  knows  them  well, 
But  turns  the  Wicked  down  to  Hell  : 
Thy  God,  O  Zion>  ever  reigns  ; 

Praife  him  in  everlafting  Strains. 

Psalm    CXLVI.     As  the  1  itfh  Pfalm. 

Praife  to  G  G  D  for  his  Goodnefs  and  Truth* 
1   TIL  praife  my  Maker  with  my  Breath  \ 
X.  And  when  my  Voice  is  loft  in  Death 

Praife  mail  employ  my  nobler  Pow,rs  : 
My  Days  of  Praife  fhali  ne'er  be  pail, 
While  Life  and  Thought  and  Being  laft, 

Or  Immortality  endures. 

1  Why  fliould  I  make  a  Man*  my  Truft  ? 
Princes  muft  die  and  turn  to  Duft  : 

Vain  is  the  Help  of  Flefh  and  Blood  : 
Their  Breath  departs,  their  Pomp  and  Pow'r 
And  Thoughts  all  vanifh  in  an  Hour, 

Nor  can  they  make  their  Promife  good. 

3   Happy  the  Man  whofe  Hopes  rely 
On  Ifr'eVs  God  :   He  made  the  Sky, 

And  Earth  and  Seas  with  all  their  Train  ; 
His  Truth  for  ever  Hands  fecure  : 
He  faves  tlf  Opprell,   he  feeds  the  Poor, 
And  none  fhall  find  his  Promife  rain. 
O  2 
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4  The  Lord  hath  Eyes  to  give  the  Blind  : 
The  Lord  fupports  the  linking  Mind ; 

He  lends  the  lab 'ring  Conscience  Peace  ; 
He  helps  the  Stranger  in  Ditt/efs, 
The  Widow  and  the  Fatherlefs, 

And  grants  the  Pris'ner  ivveet  Releafe. 

5  He  loves  his  Saints,  he  knowsthem  well, 
But  turns  tLe  Wicked  down  to  Hell ; 

Thy  God,  O  Zion>  ever  reigns  ; 
Let  ev'ry  Tongue,  let  evYy  Age, 
In  this  exalted  Work  engage  ; 

Praife  him  in  everlafting  Strain?. 

6  I'll  praife  him  while  he  lends  me  Breath, 
And  when  my  Voice  is  loft  in  Death, 

Praife  mall  employ  my  nobler  Pow'rs  ; 
My  Days  of  Praife  mall  ne'er  be  pair, 
While  Life  and  Thought  and  Being  la  ft, 

Or  Immortality  endures. 

Psalm    CXLVIL     Firfi  Part. 
*fhe  Divine  Nature,  Providence  and  Grace. 
i    T)RAISE  ye  the  Lord  :  "Tis  good  to  raife 
Jl      Our  Hearts  and  Voices  in  his  Praife  : 

His  Nature  and  his  Works  invite 
To  make  this  Duty  our  Delight. 

2  The  Lord  builds  up  Jcrufalcm, 
And  gathers  Nations  to  his  Name  : 
His  Mercy  melts  the  ftubborn  Sou!, 
And  makes  his  broken  Spiiit  whole. 

3  He  forirfd  the  Stars,  thofe  hcav'nly  Flames, 
He  counts  their  Numbers,  calls  their  Names  : 
His  Wifdonfs  valt,  and  knows  no  Bound, 

A  Deep  where  all  our  Thoughts  are  drowifd. 

4  Great  is  our  Lord,  and  great  his  Might  ; 
And  ill  his  Glories  infinite  : 
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He  crowns  the  Meek,  rewards  the  Juft, 
And  treads  the  Wicked  to  the  Duft. 

Pause. 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  exalt  h"m  high, 
Who  fpreads  his  Clouds  all  round  the  Sky  ; 
There  he  prepares  the  fruitful  Ruin, 
Nor  lets  the  Drops  defcend  in  vain. 

He  makes  the  Grafs  the  Hills  nt3 
And  clothes  the  m  'ields  with  Com  j 

The  Beads  with  Food  his  Hands  uJpply4 
And  the  young  Ravens  when  th- 

What  is  the  Creature's  Skill  or  Force, 
The  fyi\  I  m,  ths  warlike  Horie, 

Tne  nimSic  Wi:,  the  active  Limb  ? 
All  are  too  mean  LhlLhts  for  htrn. 

But  Saints  are  lovely  in  his  Sight  ; 
He  view?  his  Children  with  Delight  : 
He  fees  their  Hope,   he  knows  their  Fear, 
And  locks  and  lores  his  Image  there. 

P  s  A  L  M     CXLVII.     Second  Part. 
Sun.  Winter. 

A  Song  for  Great  Britain. 

O    Britain,  praife  thy  mighty  God, 
And  mike  his  Honours  known  abroad  5 
He  bade  the  Oc.  e  flow, 

Not  Bars  of  Brafs  could  guard  thee  fot 

Thy  Children  are  fecure  and  blcll ; 
Thy  Shores  have  Peace,  thy  Cities  Reft  J 
He  feeds  thy  Sons  with  fir.elt  Wb 
And  adds  his  Blotting  to  their  M 

Thy  changing  Seafons  he  ordain-, 
Thine  earlv  and  thy  latter  Rains  J 
"0  3 
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His  Flakes  of  Snow  like  Wool  he  fends, 
And  thus  the  fpringing  Com  defends, 

4  With  hoary  Froft  he  ftrews  the  Ground  ; 
His  Hail  defcends  with  clattering  Sound : 
Where  is  the  Man  fo  vainly  bold, 
That  dares  defy  his  dreadful  Cold  ? 

5  He  bids  the  Southern  Breezes  blow  ; 
The  Ice  diffolves,  the  Waters  flow  : 
But  he  hath  nobler  Works  and  Ways 
To  call  the  Britons  to  his  Praife. 

6  To  all  the  I  fie  his  Laws  are  fliown  ; 
His  Gofpel  through  the  Nation  known  ; 
He  hath  not  thus  reveal'd  his  Word 
To  evVy  Land  :  Praife  ye  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CXLVII.  7 — 9,  13 — 18.  Common  Metre. 
"The  Seafons  of  the  Year* 

1    OTITH  Songs  and  Honours  founding  loud 
^    v       Addrefs  the  Lord  on  high  : 
Over  the  Heav'ns  he  fpreads  his  Cloud, 
rxiid  Waters  veil  the  Sky. 
z  He  fends  his  Show'rs  of  BleiUngs  down 
To  chear  the  Plains  below, 
He  makes  the  Grafs  the  Mountains  crown, 
And  Con    in  Valleys  grow. 

3  He  gives  the  grazing  Ox  his  Meat, 

He  hears  the  P^aven's  Cty  $ 
But  Man,  who  taftes  his  fineft  Wheat, 
Should  raife  his  Honours  high. 

4  His  fteady  Counfels  change  the  Face, 

Of  the  declining  Year  ; 
He  bids  the  Sun  cut  fhort  his  Race, 
And  wintry  Days  appear. 

5  His  hoary  Froft,  his  fleecy  Snow, 

Defcend  and  clothe  the  Ground  5 
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The  liquid  Streams  forbear  to  flow, 
In  icy  Fetters  bound. 

6  When  from  his  dreadful  Stores  on  high, 

He  pours  the  rattling  Hail, 
The  Wretch  that  dares  this  God  defy 
Shall  find  his  Courage  fail. 

7  He  fends  his  Word  and  melts  the  Snow, 

The  Fields  no  longer  mourn  ; 
He  calls  the  warmer  Gales  to  blow, 
And  bids  the  Spring  return. 

8  The  changing  Wind,   the  flying  Cloud, 

Obey  his  mighty  Word  : 
With  Songs  and  Honours  founding  loud, 
Praife  ye  the  fov'reign  Lord. 

Psalm      CXLVIH.     Proper  Metre. 

Praife  to  GOD  from  all  Creatures. 

1  *\TE  Tribes  of  Adam  join 

JL      With  Heav'n  and  Earth  and  Seas, 
And  otfVr  Notes  divine 
To  your  Creator's  Praife, 

Ye  holy  Throng 

Of  Angels  bright, 

In  Worlds  of  Light. 

Begin  the  Song. 

2  Thou  Sun  with  dazzling  Rav*, 
And  Moon  that  rules  th<  Night, 
Shine  to  your  Maker's  Praife, 
With  S'Lir;  of  twinkling  Light. 

His  Pow  r  declare 
Ye  Floods  on  High, 
And  Clouds  thaf  fly 
In  empty  Air. 

3  The  mining  Worlds  above 
In  jjlorioas  Order  rUnd, 

o  4 
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Or  in  fwift  Courfes  move 
By  his  fupreme  Command. 

He  fpake  the  Word, 

And  all  their  Frame 

From  Nothing  came 

To  praife  the  Lord. 

4  He  mov'd  their  mighty  Wheels 
In  unknown  Ages  pall, 

And  each  his  Word  fulfils 
While  Time  and  Nature  laft. 

In  diffrent  Ways 

His  Works  proclaim 

His  wondrous  Name, 

And  ipeak  his  Praife. 

Pause. 

5  Let  all  the  Earth-born  "Race, 
And  Mon iters  of  the  Deep, 
The  1  ifh  that  cleave  the  Seas, 
Or  in  their  Bofom  fleep, 

From  Sea  and  Shore 

Their  Tribute  pay, 

And  ftiil  difplay 

Their  Maker's  Pow'r. 
Ye  Vapours,  Hail  and  Snow, 
Praife  ye  th'  Almighty  Lord, 
And  icormy  Winds  that  blow 
To  execute  his  Word. 

When  Lightnings  mine, 

Or  Thunders  roar, 

Let  Earth  adore 

His  Hand  divine. 
Ye  Mountains  near  the  Skies, 
With  lofty  Cedars  there, 
And  Trees  of  humbler  Size, 
That  Fiuit  in  plenty  bear  j 
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Beafts  wild  and  tame, 
Birds,  Flies  and  Worms, 
In  various  Forms 
Exalt  his  Name. 

8  Ye  Kings,  and  Judges,  fear 
The  Lord,  the  fov'reign  King, 
And  while  you  rule  us  here, 
His  heav'nly  Honours  ling  : 

Nor  let  the  Dream 
Of  Pow'r  and  State 
Make  you  forget 
His  Pow'r  fupreme. 

9  Virgins  and  Youths,  engage 
To  found  his  Praife  divine, 
While  Infancy  and  Age 
Their  feebler  Voices  join. 

Wide  as  he  reigns 

His  Name  be  fung 

By  evVy  Tongue 

In  endlefs  Strains, 
jo  Let  all  the  Nations  fear 
The  God  that  rules  above  ; 
He  brings  his  People  near, 
And  makes  them  tafte  his  Love  : 

While  Earth  and  Sky 

Attempt  his  Praife, 

His  Saints  fhall  raife 

His  Honours  high. 

Psalm    CXLVIII.  Paraphrased  in  Long  Metrc# 

Umverfal  Praife  to  GOD. 
JT    OUD  Hal/elujabs  to  the  Lord, 

JL/  From  diftant  Worlds  where  Creatures  dwfrll  ; 
Let  Heav'n  begin  the  folemn  Word, 
And  found  it  dreadful  down  to  Hell, 

o  s 
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Note,  This  Pfnlrn  may  be  Jung  to  the  Tune  of  the 
Old  1 1 2th,  or  127th  pfahn>  if  tbefe  tivo  Lines  be 
added  to  every  Stanza,  (viz.) 

Each  of  his  Works  his  Name  difplays, 
Eut  they  can  ne'er  fulfil  the  Praife. 

Other  wife  it  muji  be  fang  to  the  ufual  Tunes  of  the 
Long  Metre. 

a     The  Lord  !  how  abfolute  he  reigns  ! 
Let  ev'ry  Angel  bend  the  Knee  5 
Sing  of  his  Love  in  heav'nly  Strains, 
And  fpeak  how  fierce  his  Terrors  be. 

3  High  on  a  Throne  his  Glories  dwell, 
An  awful  Throne  of  mining  Blifs  : 
Fly  thro'  the  World,  O  Sun,  and  tell 
How  dark  thy  Beams  compared' to  his. 

4  Awake  ye  Tempefts,  and  his  Fame 
In  Sounds  of  dreadful  Praife  declare  5 
And  the  fweet  Whifper  of  his  Name 
Fill  ev'ry  gentler  Breeze  of  Air. 

5  Let  Clouds  and  Winds,  and  Waves  agree 
To  join  their  Praife  with  blazing  Fire  \ 
Let  the  firm  Earth  and  rolling  Sea 

In  this  eternal  Song  confpire. 

6  Ye  flow'ry  Plains,  proclaim  his  Skill  \ 
Vallies  lie  tow  before  his  Eye  : 

And  let  his  Praife  from  ev'ry  Hill 
Rife  tuneful  to  the  neighbouring  Sky. 

7  Ye  ftubborn  Oaks,  and  ftately  Pines, 
Bend  your  high  Branches  and  adore  : 
Praife  him,  ye  Beafts,  in  difFrent  Strains  5 
The  Lamb  muft  bleat,  the  Lion  roar. 

8  Birds,  ye  muft  make  his  Praife  your  Thcme^ 
Nature  demands  a  Song  from  you  ; 
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While  the  dumb  Fifti  that  cut  the  Stream 
Leap  up,  and  mean  his  Praiies  too. 

9     Mortals,  can  you  refrain  your  Tongue, 
When  Nature  all  around  you  fings  ? 
O  for  a  Shout  from  Old  and  Young, 
From  humble  Swains  and  iofty  Kings  ! 

10  Wide  as  his  vaft  Dominion  lies 
Make  the  Creator's  Name  be  known  5 
Loud  as  his  Thunder  fliout  his  Praii'e, 
And  found  it  lofty  as  his  Throne. 

1 1  Jehovah  !  'tis  a  glorious  Word  ! 
O  may  it  dwell  on  evYy  Tongue  ! 

But  Saints,  who  bell  have  known  the  Lord, 
Are  bound  to  raife  the  nobleft  Song. 

12  Speak  of  the  Wonders  of  that  Love 
Which  Gabriel  plays  on  evYy  Chord  j 
From  all  below  and  all  above, 

Loud  Hallelujahs  to  the  Lord. 

Psalm    CXLVIII.     Short  Metre. 
Unwerfal  Praife* 
I  11      E  T  evVy  Creature  join 
JL-/  To  praife  th*  eternal  God  ; 
Ye  heav'nly  Hods,  the  Song  begin, 
And  found  his  Name  abroad. 
a  Thou  Sun  with  golden  Beams, 
A  nd  Moon  with  paler  Rays, 
Ye  ftarry  Lights,  ye  twinkling  Flames, 
Shine  to  your  Maker's  Praife. 

3  He  built  thole  Worlds  above, 

And  ftVd  their  wondrous  Frame  ; 
IJy  his  Command  they  ftand  or  move, 
And  ever  (peak -his  Name. 

4  Ye  Vapours,  when  ye  rife, 

Or  fall  in  Show'rs  or  Snow, 
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Ye  Thunders  murm'ring  round  the  Skies, 
His  PovvY  and  Glory  (how. 

5  Wind,  Hail,  and  flashing  Fire, 

Agree  to  praife  the  Lord, 
When  ye  in  dreadful  Storms  confpire 
To  execute  his  Word . 

6  By  all  his  Works  above 

His  Honours  be  expreft  ; 
But-  Saints,  that  tafte  his  faving  Love, 
Should  Ting  his  Praifcs  beft. 

Pause    I. 
7  Let  Earth  and  Ocean  know 

They  owe  their  Maker  Praife  ; 
Praife  him  ye  watry  Worlds  below, 
And  Monfters  of  the  Seas. 
S  From  Mountains  near  the  Sky 
Let  his  high  Praife  refound, 
From  humble  Shrubs  and  Cedars  high, 
And  Vales  and  Fields  around. 
9  Ye  Lions  of  the  Wood, 

And  tamer  Beafts  that  graze, 
Ye  live  upon  his  daily  Food, 
And  he  expects  your  Praife. 

io  Ye  Birds  of  lofty  Wing, 

On  high  his  Praife s  bear  5 
Or  fit  on  flowYy  Boughs  and  fing 

Your  Maker's  Glory  there. 
j  1  Ye  creeping  Ants  and  Worms, 

His  various  Wifdom  fhow  j 
And  Flies  in  all  your  mining  Swarms* 

Praife  him  that  dreft  you  fe, 
jz  By  all  the  Earth-born  Race 

His  Honours  be  expreft  j 
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But  Saints,  that  know  his  heav'nly  Grace, 
Should  learn  to  praife  him  bed. 

Pause     II. 

1 3  Monarchs  of  wide  Command, 

Praife  ye  trT  eternal  King; 
Judges  adore  that  fov'reign  Hand, 
Whence  all  your  Honours  fpring. 

1 4  Let  vig'rous  Youth  engage 

To  found  his  Praifes  high  ; 
While  growing  Babes,  and  withering  Age, 
Their  feebler  Voices  try. 

15  United  Zeal  be  mown 

His  wondrous  Fame  to  raife  ; 
God  is  the  Lord  :  His  Name  alone 
Deferves  our  endlefs  Praife. 

16  Let  Nature  join  with  Art, 

And  all  pronounce  him  bleft  ; 
But  Saints,  that  dwell  fo  near  his  Heart, 
Should  ring  his  Praifes  beft. 

PSALM      CXLIX. 
Praife  COD,  all  his  Saints  :  or,  The  Saints  judg- 
ing the  World. 

j      A  L  L  ye  that  love  the  Lord  rejoice, 
J7X.  And  let  your  Songs  be  new  ; 
Amidft  the  Church  with  chearful  Voice 
His  later  Wonders  (hew. 

%  The  Jews,  the  People  of  his  Grace, 

Shall  their  Redeemer  ting  : 
And  Gentile  Nations  join  the  Praiie, 

While  Zion  owns  her  King. 
3  The  Lord  takes  Pleafere  in  the  Jirfr, 

Whom  Sinners  treat  vrkh  Scorn  ; 
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The  Meek  that  lie  defpisM  in  Duit 
Salvation  /hall  adorn. 

4  Saints  fhould  be  joyful  in  their  King, 

E'en  on  a  dying  Bed  : 
And  like  the  Souls  in  Glory  fing, 
For  God  fhall  raife  the  Dead. 

5  Then  his  high  Praife  fhall  fill  their  Tongues, 

Their  Hands  fhall  wield  the  Sword  : 
And  Vengeance  fhall  attend  their  Songs, 
The  Vengeance  of  the  Lord. 

6  When  Chriji  the  Judgment-feat  afcends, 

And  bids  the  World  appear, 
Thrones  are  prepared  for  all  his  Friends, 

Who  humbly  lov'd  him  here. 
1  Then  fhall  they  rule  with  Iron  rod 

Nations  that  dar'd  rebel  : 
And  join  the  Sentence  of  their  God, 

On  Tyrants  doom'd  to  Hell. 
8  The  royal  Sinners  bound  in  Chains 

New  Triumphs  fhall  afford  j 
Such  Honour  for  the  Saints  remains  : 

Praife  ye,  and  love  the  Lord. 

Psalm    CL.    i,  a,  6. 

A  Song  of  Praife. 
i  T  N  God's  own  Houfe  pronounce  his  Praife, 
A  His  Grace  he  there  reveals  ; 
To  Heav'n  your  Joy  and  Wonder  raife, 
For  there  his  Glory  dwells. 
%  Let  all  your  f acred  PafTrons  move, 
While  you  rehearfe  his  Deeds  j 
But  the  great  Work  of  faving  Love 
Yeur  highe ft  Praife  exceeds. 


DOXOLOGIES. 

All  that  have  Motion,  Life  and  Breath, 
Proclaim  your  Maker  bleft  ; 

Yet  when  my  Voice  expires  in  Death, 
My  Soul  mail  praife  him  Ixft. 
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The  Ckriftan  Doxology, 
Long  Metre. 
O  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  Honour,  Praife,  and  Glory  giv'n 
By  all  on  Earth,  and  all  in  Heavn. 
Common  Metre. 

ET  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  be  ador'd, 
Where  there  are  Works  to  make  him  known, 
Or  Saints  to  love  the  Lord. 

Com.  Metre.  Where  the  Tune  includes  two  Stanzas* 

I. 

THE  Gop  of  Mercy  be  adored, 
Who  calls  our  Souls  from  Death, 
Who  faves  by  his  redeeming  Wordy 
And  new-creating  Breath. 

II. 

To  praife  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  all  divine, 
The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  one, 

Let  Saints  and  Angels  join. 

Short  Metre. 
Vf  E  Angels  round  the  Throne, 
*    And  Saints  that  dwell  below, 
Worfhip  the  Father,  praife  the  Son, 
And  blefs  the  Spirit  too. 
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As  the  113th  Pfalm. 

NO  W  to  the  great  and  facred  Three, 
The  Father,   Son,  and  Spirit,  be 
Eternal  Praife  and  Glory  giv'n, 
Thro'  all  the  Worlds  where  God  is  known, 
By  all  the  Angels  near  the  Throne, 

And  all  the  Saints  in  Earth  and  Heav'n. 

As  the  n%th  Pfalm. 

TO  God  the  Father's  Throne 
Perpetual  Honours  raife  ; 
Glory  to  God  the  Son  ; 
To  God  the  Spirit  Praife  : 
With  all  orfr  Powers, 
Eternal  King, 
Thy  Name  We  fmg, 
While  Faith  adores. 
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TABLE  to  find  a  Pfalm  fuited  to  parti- 
cular Subjects  or  Occasions. 

tfote,  In  this  Table  I  ha<ve  not  dire  Bed  to  the  federal 
Parts  or  Metres  of  thj  Pfalm,  left  it  fhould  breed  tco 
great  a  Confufion  of  Figures*  What  is  fought  in  any 
Pfiahn,  may  eafily  be  found  by  turning  a  Leaf  or  two 
bach-ward  or  forward  to  the  difiincl  Parts  or  Metres. 

Tfi you  find  not  what  Word  you  feek  in  this  Table,  feek 

another  of  the  fame  Signification  :   Or,  fieek  it  under 

feme  of  the  more  general  Words,  fuch  as  God,  Chritr, 

Church,  Saints,  Pfalm,  Ptfayer,  Piaife,  Affliction, 

Grace,  Deliverance,  Death,   &c. 
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Chaftiiement,  fee  Afflic- 
tions. 

Children  pra'fing  God  8. 
made  BleJJings  127,  128. 
infi  rutted  34,  78. 

Chrift    /£*  fecond    Adam 
his  Incarnation',  his  Do- 
minion   8.     £//   All-ficffi- 
ciency    16.    i>/j   Afcenjlcn 
24,  .6  8 .  1 1  o .  /£f  Church's 
Foundation       1 1  8 .      ££# 
Coming*  the  Signs  of  it 
1 2   y6ij-  Condefcenfwn  and 
Glorification     8 .     Ctf-iyo 
fltf/;/  ?nade  with  him  89 
jfrj/?   and  fecond  Coming, 
or  his  Incarnation,  King- 
dom  and  Judgment  96; 
97,   98.  the  true  David 
35,    89.   his  Death  and 
Refurreftion  16,  22,  69. 
the  Eternal  Creator  102 . 
exalted  to   the   Kingdom 
2,  8,  21,  72,   no.   our 
Example  109.     Faith  in 
his  Blood  51.     God  and 
Man    89.     his    Godhead 
102.  0«r  Hope  4,  51 .  /'zV 
Incarnation    and  Sacri- 
fice   40.    the    King    and 
the  Church  his  Spoufe  45.  , 
his  Kingdom  among  Gen- 
tiles,    72,    87,    132.   bik 
Love 
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Love  to  Enemies  35, 
109.  his  Majefiy  97,  99. 
bis  mediatorial  Kingdom 
89,  no.  his  Obedience 
and  Death  69.  his  perfo- 
nal  Glories  and  Govern- 
ment 45.  praifed  by  Chil- 
dren 8.  Priefi  and  King 
no.  his  Refurreclion  on 
the  Lor dis- Day  118.  our 
Strength  and  Right  eouf- 
nefsy  71.  his  Sufferings 
and  Kingdom  2 ,  22,69. 
his  Sufferings  fir  our 
Salvation  69.  his  Zeal 
and  Reproaches  ibid. 

Chrifti?.n  <*zi  edifications 
j  5,  24.  Church  made  of 
Jews  and  Gentiles  87. 

Lhurcb  Its  Eeauy  45,  48. 
122.  The  Zinh-place  of 
Saints   87.   built   en   Je- 

fus  Chrijl  118.  Delight 
ana  Safety  in  it  27.    De~ 

firuclion  of  Enemies  pro- 
ceeds from  thence  76.  Ga- 
thered and  fettled  132.  of 
the  Gentiles  45,  47.   Go  1 

fights  for  her  10,  20,  46. 
God'' s  Prefence  there  84, 
132.  God" sfpecial Delight 
87,  13^-  Gcfs  Garden 
92.  Going  to  it  122.  the 
Houfe  and  Ca*-e  of  God 
MS-  of  tle  Jezvs  and 
Gentiles  87.   its  Increafe 
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67.  Prayer  in  Difirefs 
83.  Pe?fecuted,fee  Perie- 
cution.  Rcfiorcd  by  Pray- 
er 85, 102,  107.  its  Safe- 
ty in  National  Defolatic  us 
46.  is  the  Sajety  and 
Honour  of  a  Nation  48. 
the  Spoife  of  Chrift  45. 
its  Worjbii  .....  Order 
4V.  IVrath  againfi  Ene- 
mies proceeds  thence  76. 

Connies  planted  107. 

Comfort,  Holme fs  and 
Pardon  4,  32,  119,  n th 
and  1 2th  Parts,  and  Sup- 
port in  God  16,  94.  from 
ancient  Providence  7  7  > 
143.  o/'  /,//>  /?/<?//  127. 
<?/../  Par  den  130. 

Company  cf  Saints  16 9 
106. 

Complaint      c/     Abfence 

from  public  Worjhip  42. 
c/*  Sichnefs  6.  Defer  lion 
13.  PW«fc,  Atbeifm,  Op- 
preffion,  Sec.  10,  12.  0/" 
Temptation  1  3 .  general 
102.  O/'  <$uarrelfome 
Neighbours  1 20  ■  of  heavy 
Afflictions  in  Mind  and 
Body,   143. 

Companion    <j/~  £<?./    103, 

*45>   J4;7- 
Communion   w/7A   Saints 

106,    133. 
CoufdHon  of  our  Poverty 
16. 


INDEX. 


1 6.   of  Sin,    Repentance, 
and  Pardon  32,   38.  51, 

130,,  143. 

Comcience      tender     1 1 9 
13  th  Part,  its  Guilt   re- 
lieved-yz,   38,   51,   130. 
Contention   compdaincd  of 
120. 

Converfe    <wiih    God  63, 
119,   2d.  Part. 
Converfion  and  Joy  126. 
at  the  Afcenfion  of  Chrifl 
no.  of  J  civs  and  Gen- 
tiles  87,  96,  106. 
Ccrreclion,  fee  Affliction. 
Corruption    of    Manners 
general  11,   12. 
Counfel  and  Support  from 
God  16,   119. 
Courage  *#  Death  16,  17, 
71.  i#  Perfecution  119, 
17th  Part. 

Coven  an  t  made  with  Chrifl 
89.  of  Grace  unchange- 
able 89,  106. 
Creation  ##*/  Providence 
33,  104-,  i35>  x36,  *47> 
14.3. 

Creatures,  #<?  Tr#/?  i/z  them 
33,   62,   146.  a;#/,7  and 
God     All-fufficiefit      33- 
Praifng  God  148. 
D. 

DAily  Devotion,    55, 
139. 
)ay   (^    Humiliation  for 


Difappointments  in  War 
60. 

Death  and  Rcfurreclion  of 
Chrifl  16,  69.  of  Saints 
and  Siriners  17,  37,  49 . 
and  Sufferings  of  Chrifl 
22,69.  Delivera?icefom 
it  31.  and  Pride  49 .  and 
the  Rcfurreclion  49,  71* 
89.  Courage  in  it  16,  17, 
23.  /Zv  Z^/7-  ^  Sir.  90. 

Defence  //v  G^Y  3 ,  121.  and 
Salvation  in  God\%,  61. 

Delaying  Sinners  warded 

95; 

Delight  £#</  ^/fc'/y   M?  the 

Church  27,  48,  84.  ia 
the  Lavu  of  God  119,  5  th 
8th  and  1 8th  Parts,  in 
God  18,  42,  63,  73,  84. 

Deliverance  begun  and  per- 
fected 85.  _//-<;///  Defpair 
1  8 .  yhw/  dp#  Diftrefs 
34,  4.0.  from  Death  31, 
118.  yrt?7/z  Opprcflion 
and  Falfiood  56.  /row 
Perfecution  53,  94.  £y 
Prayer  34,  40,  85,  126. 
//*0/#     £/>//>  wreck     107. 

yhw/  Slander  31.  S^r- 
prizing  12 6.  from  Temp- 
tation 3,  6,  13,  \%%  from 
a  Tumult  118. 

Defertion  ^;?^/  Diftrefs  of 
ScuJ  it,,  25,  38,  143. 

Defire  £/"  Ktioivledge  119* 
9th 
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9th  Part.  cfHdlnefs  119, 
1  it^i  Part,  of  Comfort 
and  Deliverance  119, 
1 2th  Part,  of  quickning 
Grace  u<)}   i6tli  Part. 

Delegations,  the  Church's 
Safety  in  them  46. 

De ipair  and  Hope  in  Death 
1 7,  4.9.  Deli-verancefro?n 
it  18,    130. 

Devotion  daily  55,  134., 
141.  07  a  Jick  Bed  6. 
39.  fee  Morning,  Even- 
ing,  Lord's  Day. 

Dir.-oHon  and  Pardon  25. 
and  Defence  prayed  for  5 . 
an  I  Hope  42 .  fee  Know- 
ledge. 

Diieaie,  fee  Sicknefs. 

Duhei's  of  Soul,  or  Bach- 

flidutg  and  Defertion  2  5 . 
relieved.  51,  130. 

Dominion    of   Man  aver 
atures  8. 

D  ?ubts  and Fears fnppr  effed 

Drunkard  £f  Glutton  107. 
Duty  to  God  and  Man  1  5, 

24. 
Dwelling  «ivi/j&   G^/,  fee 

Heaven,  Church,  ijfc 

E. 
"pDucation   Religious  34, 
-^   78. 

1       pt*j  Plagues  105. 
End  of  the  Righteous  and 
Wicked  1,  37. 
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P!  n  e  m !  e  s     0  uercome     1 8 . 
frayed  for  35,    109.  *&-- 

fry ed  12,   48,    76. 
Envy   tf/?i  Vnbeli  f  cwed 

37-  49- 
Equity  andlVifdom  of  Pro- 

evidence  9. 
Evening    /y^Zw    4>     x39> 

141.  " 
Evidences    of   Grace,    or 

St  If- Ex a?ni nation   26.  of 

Sincerity  18,    19,   139. 
Erit^mes  12.  Neighbours 

120.  Magif  rates  11,  58, 

82. 
E  x a i  tat i o n  c/  C '  r /  7  to  t b e 

Kingdom  2,  21,  22,  69, 

-2,    no. 
Kx  ami  nation  §r  Evidences 

of  Grace  26,   1^9. 
Exhortations  to  Peace  and 

Holinefs  34. 
F. 

FAITH  ami  Prayer  of 
per'}. '.(ted  Sain.'s  35. 
r«  the  Bleed  of  Chrift  32, 
5  1 .  in  divine  Grace  and 
Fewer  62,  1 30. 
Faithtulneis    of    God   89, 
105,   in,    145,  146.  of 
715,    1 4 1  • 
Fa  1  (hood,  Blafphewy,  Sec. 
12.   i-W  Oppreffion,  De- 
li-v(  ranee  from  tbem  12, 

56. 

Family  Government  101. 
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L§ve  and  Worjhip  133. 
Elefflngs  128. 

Fears  and  Doubts  fupprefed 
3,  31,  34.  in  theJVorfbip 
ef  God  89,  99.  of  God 
119,   13th  Part. 

Flattery  and  Deceit  com- 
plained of  12,   36. 

Forgiven efs,  fee  Pardon. 

Formal  Worfiip  50. 

Frailty  of  Man  89,  90, 
144. 

PVetf  ulnefs  difcouraged  3  7 . 

Friendfhip,     its     BleJJings 

Funeral  Pfalm  89,  90. 
G. 

C GENTILES  given  to 
1    Cbrift  2,    22,    72. 

Church  45,  65,   72,  87. 

Oujning  the  true  God)  47, 

96,   98. 
Glorification    ^W  Conde- 
fcenfion  of  Chrift  8,  45. 
Glory  0/^  Go</  i#  o«r  »W- 

vation    69.    #/7</    Grace 
promifed  84,  89,   97. 
Glutton  78.  and  Drunkard 

107. 
God  #//  /«  #//  127.  All- 
feeing  139.  All-fuffici- 
ent  16,  33.  £/>  Beings 
Attributes  and  Provi- 
dence 36,  65.  147.  his 
Care  of  Saints  7,  34.  his 
Creation  and  Providence 


33,  104,  &c.  our  Defence 
and  Salvation  3 ,  33,  6 1 
115.  Eternal  and  fove- 
reign,  and  holy  9  3 .  Eter- 
nal and  Man  mortal  90, 
102.      Fait  hf ulnefs     8  9  J 
105,   m.  Glorified  and\ 
Sinners  faved  69.  G  00 d- 
nefs     and    Mercy     103J 
145.  Goodnefs  and  Trut/n 
145,     146.      Governing 
Povuer  and  Goodnefs  6  6 . 
Great  and  good  68,   1 44,  j 
145,  147.  Heart-fearck-\ 
big  139.    our  only  Hop  A 
and  Help  142.  the  Judge] 
9>  5°>   97-    ifrW  /0  his 
People  145,  1 46 .  hi s  Ma  - 
jefly   97.  <ztf</  Co?idefcen- 
fwn  113,  1 44.  M^rry  <z;/^| 
Tra//;  36,  89,  103,  136,'^ 
145.    made    Man    8.  «/) I 
Nature  and  Grace  65.  &j]| 
P  erf  eel  ions  36,  111,  145JL 
147.    car    Portion,    and 
Chrifi  our  Hope  4.    c^r 
Portion   here  and  here- 
after 7  3 .  />//  Ponxer  and 
Majefty  68,   89,  9:,  96. 
P  raffed  by  Children  8.  o#r 
P refer ver  121,  138.  />  >t- 
y£/z/  i/z  y^zj-  Churches   84. 
0#r    Refuge    in   national 
"Troubles  46.   0wr   £Z^/- 
/><fn/  23.  his  Sovereignty 
and  Goodnefs  to  Man  8,1 
113. 
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113,   1 4.4..    our  Support  I 
and    Comfort    94.     Su- 
preme Governor  75,  82, 
93.     his   Vengeance   and 
Companion  68,   97.     Un- 
changeable 89,   in.    bis 
Univerfal  Dominion  103. 
£ij  Wifdom  in  his  Works 
in,   139.  Worthy  of  all 
Praife  14^,   146,    150. 
*ood  Works  15,  24,  ii2. 
/Vo/fr  ilfr//,  not  God  1 6 . 
^oodnefs  of  God  8,   103, 
til,  145,  146. 
jofpel,  its  Glory  and  Suc- 
cefs  19,  45,    no.  Joyful 
Sound,   89,   98.    Wcrjhip 
and  Order  48. 
government  of  Chrift  45. 
yro/^  Gtf.Y  7  ^ . 
j  race,  i/j  Evidences ',    or 
Self- Examination        26, 
139.  above  Riches   144. 
without  Merit  16,  32.  ^ 
C/?W/?  45,   72.  a?id  Pro- 
vidence   33,     36,     13;, 
136,     147.     Preferring 
and  reforing  138.   Truth 
and P  rot  eel  ion  57.   Tryed 
by  Affliclion  17,  66,  125. 
#/?</  Glory  84,   97.  /w- 
donifig  1  30. 

3u\h  of  Confcience  relieved 
32,  38,  51,   130. 
H. 

HAppv  Saint  and  curf- 
ed  Sinner  1. 
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Harveft  65,  126,  147. 
Health,  Sicknefs,  and  Reco- 
very 6,  30,   31.    Prayed 

fort,  38>39- 

Heart  knoven  to  God  139. 

Hearing  of  Prayer  and  Sal- 
vation 4,  10,  66,  102. 

Heaven  of  feparate  Souls 
and  Refurreclion  17.  the 
Saints  D-zvelling-placeiq.. 

Holinefs,  Pardon  andCom- 

fort  4.  Defired  119,  nth 
Part.  Profef  119.  3d 
Part.  139. 

Hope  in  Darknefs  13,  77, 
143.  cf  R  efurreclion  1 6 , 
7 1 .  and  Defpair  in  Death 
17,  49.  and  Prayer  27. 

/or  Viclory  20.  and  Direc- 
tion 42.  Mr  Affliftions  42, 
143. 

Hoianna  0//^  Children  8. 

/or  //•£  Lord's-day  118. 

Houfhold,  y^£  Family. 

Humiliation  /)<?y  10.  ypr 
Dif appointment  60. 

Humility  and  SubmiJJion 
131,    139. 

Hypocrites  and  Hypocrijy 
12,   50. 

Idolatry    reproved,    16, 

Jehovah   68,     83.    reigns 

9h  96>  97- 
Jews,  fee  Iiiael. 

Images 
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Images,^  Idolatry. 
Imprecations  and  Charity 

3  5- 
Incarnation   96,    97,  98. 

<sW  Sacrifice  of  Chrift  40. 

Infants  139.  y^  Children. 

In  ft  ruction/™/;/   God  25. 

from  Scripture   119,  4th 

tfW  7th  Parts.  i/z   Piety 

34- 
Inftru&ive  Afflictions  94. 
Intemperance  purified  7  3 . 

and  pardoned  107. 
Joy  0/*  Converfcn  126.  y^ 

Delight. 
Ifracl  fauedfrom  the  Af- 
fyrians    76.  faved  from 
Egypt)    and    brought    to 
Canaan  77,    105,    107, 
135,   136.  Rebellion  and 
Punifiment  78.   punified 
and  pardoned  106,    107. 
Travels  in  the  IVildemefs 
107,   114. 
Judgment  and  Mercy    9, 
68.  Z)^-  1,   26,   50,  97, 
98,   149.  Seat  of  God  9. 
Juftice   of   Providence  9. 
tfW  Truth  towards  Men 

Juftification  />,?*  32,   130. 
K. 

KING  is  the  Care  of 
.  Heaven  2 1 . 
King  William  a?:d  King 
George  j 5. 
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Kingdom    ^  CWt 

Chrift. 
Knowledge  <&/fr^i  9,11 

9th  Part. 

L. 

LAW  of  God,  Deligi 
in  it  119. 

Liberality  rewarded  4} 
112. 

Life  and  Riches  their  Vk 
ritty  49 .  fiort  a?id  feeb\ 
89,  90,   144. 

Longing  after  God\z,  61 

LordVDa/  Pfalm  9I 
118.  Morning  5.  19,  6  3 

Love  0/'  Go</  /o  the  Rig\ 
teousy  a/zd  Hatred  to  ti 
Wicked   1 ,     11.    to   oM 
Neighbour  1 5 .  ofCArjflM 
Sinners  35.  of  God  bctmk 
than  Life  63.  ofGodunf 
changeable    89,     106.  & 
Enemies  35,   109      <#H 
/tar/y  133,  and  Worfiil' 
in  a  Family  ibid. 

Luxury  f unified  78.  #4|* 

pardoned  107. 
M. 

M  A  £1  ft  rates    w^/Tall' 
58,  82.  ^w^rdpi 
ft0»i  1  o  1 .  raifed  and  diU 

pofedjs-  |( 

Ma]t&yofGod6%.fee  God 

Man  />7J  Fanity  as  ?nortk  I 

89,  90,  144.  J95^J11 
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Creatures  9  4 

Mortal  J 
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Mortal,  and  Chrift  eternal 
1 02.  Wonderful  Forma- 
tion 139. 

Mariners  Pfalm  107. 
Marriage  myftical  45. 
VI after  of  a  Family  1  o  1 . 
Meditation    [,    63,     119, 
5th  and  6  th  Parts. 
Melancholy  reproved  42. 
and  Hope   77.    removed 
126. 

Mercies  common  and  fpe- 
cial  68,  103.  Spiritual 
and  Tempera /  1  o  3 .  /,»/- 
numerable  139.  Ever- 
lafling  136.  Recorded 
107.  <zW  Judgment  9. 
<?tfi  Tra/Z>   o/*    Gc</   36, 

89,  103,  136,  145,  146. 
Merit  difclaimed  16. 
Median,  /<*  Chrift. 
Midnight     Thoughts     6  3 , 

119,  5th  and  6th  Parts, 

139. 

Minifters  ordained  132. 
Miracles  m  the  Wildernefs 

114. 
Morning  F/^/;>*  3,  141 .  of 

a  Sabbath  5,  19,  63. 
Mortality  of  Man  39,  49, 

90.  and  Hope  89.  and 
Gods  Eternity  90,   102. 

N. 

N  At  ion"  j  Hofiour  and 
Safety  is  the  Church, 
48.  Profperity  67,  144. 
J5/*7?  and  punijhed  107. 
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National  Deliverance  67, 
75,  76,  124,  126.  Def- 
lations >t  he  Church  'sSafety 
and  Triumph  in  them  46. 

Nature  and  Scripture  19, 
119,  7th  Part,  of  Man 
139. 

New  England  Pfalm  107. 

Novem.  the  5th  115,  124. 
O. 

OBedience  finceie   18, 
32,  139,  better  than 
Sacrifice  50. 
Old  Age,  Death  90.  and 

RefurreSlion  71,   89. 
Omnipotence,       Omnifci- 
ence,  Omniprefence,  £?r. 
fee  God. 

P. 

PArdon,  Holinefs  and 
Comfort  4.   0/'  Back- 

fidi?ig  78.  ##<;/  DireSlion 
25.  and  Repentance  pray- 
ed for  38.  tfW  Confcfjicn 
32.  of  original  and  ac- 
tual Sin  51.  plentiful 
<zvitb  God  130. 

Patience  *mfcr  Affliclions 
3  9 .  under  Perfections 
3  7>  44-  i*  Dark  fiefs  77, 
130,   131. 

Peace  #W  Holinefs  encou- 
raged 34.  iWM  Afow  </<•- 
y?m/  120. 

Perfections    ^  God  in, 

*36>  H5>  M-7« 

P  Ptr- 
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Perfe  cured  Saints,  their 
Prayer  and  Faith  35,  44, 
74,  80,  83. 

Perfecution,  Viclory  over 
and  Deliveramce  from  it 
7,  53,  94.  Courage  in  it 
119,   17th  Part. 

Peifecutors  funijhed  7, 
129,  149.  Their  Folly  14. 
Complained of '35,  44,  74? 
80,  83.  Deliverance  from 
them  9,  10,  94. 

Perfeverance  138.  in  Tri- 
als 119,    17th  Part. 

Perfonal  Glories  .of  Chrift 

.'Peffilence,  Prefer  nation  in 
it  9 1 .' 

Piety.  InftruBions  therein 

'  34,  fee  Saint. 

Pity  "ft?  the  Aft lifted  41. 
fee  Charity,  Gcd. 

Pleading  vjiihout  repining 

'39,  123.  the  Promijes 
119,   ioth  Port. 

Poor,  Charity  to  them  15, 
37,  41,   112. 

Portion  of  Saints  and  Sin- 
ners 11,   17,   37. 

Poverty  confejfed  16. 

Power  and  Maje/ly  of  God 
68.,   89,   145.7^  ^oc*' 

PVaclical  Atbeifm    14?   36- 

Praiie  to  God  from  Chil- 
dren 8.  for  Creation  a?.d 
Providence  33*    104,  to 
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our  Creator  100,  from 
all  Creatures  148.  for 
E?ninent Deliverances  3 4 , 
118.  General  86,  145, 
150.  y^r  //&£   Go/pel  98. 

/or  Health  reft  or  ed  30, 
116. for  hearing  Prayer 
66,  102.  ta  J<?/^j  C6/7/? 
45.  from  all  Nations 
ii7«  #?/<:/  Prayer  public 
6$.  for  Protections  Grace 
and  Truth  5  7 .  /or  Provi- 
dence and  Grace  36.  fir 
Rain  65,  147.  //ww  *£  ^ 
Saints  149,  150.  /tr 
Temporal  Bkffings  63, 
147,  /or  temptations 
overcome  1 8 .  jftr  Victory 
in  War  ibid. 

Prayer  fcwV  4,  34,  65, 
66.  in  Time  of  War  20- 
and  Hope  cf  ^rSorj  20. 
Praife  public  6^. 
Hope  2  7 .  in  Church's  Di* 
firefs  80.  Heard  a.id  Zio.'z. 
reft  or  ed  102.  ««^  ftwYA 
of  perfecuied  Saints  35,. 
37,  56.  and  Prat/ e  j or 
Deliverance  34.  jfor  AV-. 
pentance  and.  fafu  ton ,  ©V . 
^2,  fee  Complaint. 

Preferving  Grace  138. 

Preservation  fa  Public 
Dangers  46,  91,  1*2* 
Z>#//y  121. 

Pride 

4 


I    N     D 

Pride   and  Asheifm,    and 

Oppreffion   punijhed    io, 

12.  a) id  Death  49. 
Prieltiuod    of    Chiifl    51, 

1 10. 
Princes  vain  62,   146. 
ProfdTion  of  Sincerity  and 

Repentance,  Sec.  119,  3d 

Part,   139.  Falfe  50. 
Promifes  and  Threatnings 

81.    pleaded  119,     10th 

Part. 
Profperity    dangerous  55, 

73; 

Proiperous  Sinners  curfed 

37>  49»   73- 
Prote&ion,       7V?//&      #>/i 

Grace  57.     By  Day  and 

Night  121. 
Providence,     it*      Wifdom 

and  Equity  9 .  ^^.^  Crca.- 

tum   33,   135,  136. 

'«   36,     I4-~.    ^/:\/    j 

.      God  36 .    i// 
bided  y^ 

-7,    78,    I07.     M 
•,   Earth  and  Sea  33, 
-   E9,   104-,   107,  14-7. 
ltd  Zeal  39. 

v  18,  60. 

71.  y^r . 

r.?/  ^9,  90 . 

•,    91.    /  jfore   r 
95.    before  Sent 

t  c  1 


E     X. 

Haa/bo/df  ioi.fr  Ma- 
riners 107.  y^/*  Gluttons 
and  Drunkards  10-,  for 
Ne*w  England  107.  y&r 
f£*  $ft&  o/'  November 
115,  124.  /or  GfeaU 
Britain  67,  147,  /><? 
Morn.  Even.  ^r. 

Public  Praife  for  pri- 
vate Mercies  116,  118. 
fir  Deliverance  124. 
Worjbipi  Abfince  from  it 
comf  lained  if  42 .  //  0;"- 
/?//>  attended  on  122. 
Prayer  and  Fraife  65, 
84. 

Punifhmcnt  cf  Sinners  1, 
11,     37.     /?;:./  .W-7 '4 
73,   81,   ic6.  /^Afflic- 
tion. 

',     119,    15th 
Part. 

Q       locations      of    a 
Qu  (fit. 

Qui'  119, 

1 6th  Part. 

R. 

RAinfrom  Heaven  &$, 
-  >    M-7- 

Sicbiefs 
: ,    116. 

r  in  God  18.  y?<? 
Joy,  Delight. 
P  z  Relative 


INDEX. 


Relative  Duties  15,  133. 

Religion   a?id  J  office   15, 

in  Words  and  Deeds  37. 

Religious    Education    34, 

7*. 
Remembrance    of  former 

Deliverances  77,  143. 
Repentance,  Confeffion  and 

Pardon  32.  and  Prayer 
for  Pardon  and  Strength 

38.    and   Faith    in    the 

Blood  of  Chrift  $i. 
Reproach  removed  31,  37. 
Resignation  39,  123,  131. 
Reibiutions  holy  119,  15th 

Part. 
Reftoring  Grace  23,   138. 
Refurreclion   and  Deaths 

of  Chrift,   2,   16.    of  the 

Saints  16,   17,    49,    71. 

and  Death  4-9>  7J>  89- 
Reverence  z»  Worfhip  89, 

Revolution   £v   £*'»£  #7/- 

fizWB  75. 

Riches,  their  Vanity  49. 
compared  with  Grace 
144. 

Righteous,  y>£  Saints. 

Righteoufnefs  from  Chrift 
71.   fee  Salvation,  Par- 
don, Chrift. 
S. 

SAbbath,    fee   LordV 
day. 
Sacrifice  40,   51,  69.    ///- 
carnation  of  Chrift  40. 


Safety  in  public  Dangers 

91.  and  Triumph  of  the 
Church  in  National  De- 
flations 46 .  in  God,  6 1 . 
and  delight  in  the  Church 

V- 

Saints  happy,  and  Sinners 
curfed  1,  11,  119,  ill 
Part.  Safety  in  evil 
Times  12,  46.  the  heft 
Compa?:y  16.  characlerif- 
ed  15,  24.  and  Sinners 
Portion  1 ,  17.  dvjell  in 
Heaven  15,  24.  punifh- 
ed  and  faved  78,  106. 
God's  Care  of  them  34. 
Revjard  at  laft    50,   90, 

92.  and  Shiners  End  1, 
it,  37.  Patience  a?id 
World's  Hatred  3  7 .   cha- 

ftized  and  Sinners  defray- 
ed 94.  die9  but  Chrift 
lives  102.  punijhed  and 
pardoned  10 6,  107.  re//- 
ducled  to  Heaven  106, 
107.  tried  and  preferved 
66,  125.  Affliclions  mo- 
derated 125.  judging  the 
Worll  149. 

Salvation  <?/*  Saints  10. 
tfW  Triumph  18.  #W 
Defence  in  God  61.  £v 
C£r?y?  69,   85. 

Sanctified  Afflictions  94, 
119,  laft  Part. 

Satan  fubdued  3,  6,  13. 

Scripture 


I     N 

Scripture  compared  vuith 
the  Book  of  Nature  19, 
119,  7th  Part.  Inftrucli- 
on  from  it  119,  4-th  Part. 
Delight  in  it  119,  5^h 
and  1  8th  Part.  Holinefs 
and  Comfort  from  it  119, 
6th  Part.  Perfeclions 
119,  7th  Part.  Variety 
and  Excellency  119,  8th 
Part.  Attended  voith  the 
Spirit  119,  9th  Part. 

Seaibns  of  the  Tear  65, 

Seaman'j  Seng  107. 

Secret  Devotion  34,  119, 
2d  Part. 

Seeking  God  27,  63. 

Self-Examination,  or  Evi- 
dences of  Grace  26,  139. 

Separate  Souls,  Heaven  17. 

Shepherd  of  Saints  is  God 

Shipwreck  prevented  107. 

Sick-bed  Devotion  6,  38, 
?9>   116. 

Sicknefs  healed  6,  30, 
116 

Signs  of  Chrifi*  s  Coming 
12,   96,  &c. 

Sin  of  Nature  14.  Origi- 
nal and  aclual,  confefftd 
and  pa>'dcned  51.  #W 
Cbafiifement  of  Saints 
78,  106.  Uxiverfal  14. 

Sincerity  19,26,  32,  139. 


D     E     X. 

Proved    and    revjarded 
18.  proj eft  119,  3d  Part. 

Sinner  curfed  and  Saint 
happy  1 ,  11.  and  Saints 
Portion  1,  17,  37,  5°- 
Hatred,  and  Saints  Pa- 
tience 37.  deftrojed)  and 
Saints  chafifed,  94. 

Sins  of  Tongue  12,  34,  50. 

Slander,  Deliverance  from 
it  31,  120. 

Song,  fee  Pfalm. 

Sorrow,  fee  Affliction, 
Sicknefs,   &c 

Souls  infeparate  State  1 7, 
146,   150. 

Spint  given  at  ChrijVs 
Afcenjion  68.  His  Teach- 
ing  dejired  51,  119,  9th 
Part. 

Spiritual  Enemies  over- 
come 3,   1 8,    144.     Blef- 

fings  and  Punifhments  8 1 . 
Mindednefs  119.  2d  Part. 
fee  Saint,  Grace,  @V. 

Spoufe  of  Cbrifl  the  King, 
is  the  Church  45. 

Spring  of  the  Tear  65. 
and  Summer  65,  104. 
and  Winter  147. 

Storm  and  Thunder  29, 
135,   148. 

Strength,  Repentance   and 
Pardon   prayed  for    38. 
frojn  Cbrifl  71.  of  Grace 
138. 
P   -,  SuU- 


I    N    D 

Submlilion  123,  131.  to 
Cbrifi  2.  to  Sicknefs  39.. 

Succefs  of  the  Go/pel  19, 
no. 

Sufferings  and  Death  of 
Chrtft  22.  and  Kingdom  of 
Cbrifi  2,   22,   69,    no. 

Summer  65.  and  Winter 

-T47- 

Support  and  Counfel fro?n 
God  16.  for  the  articled 
and  tempted  55.  and 
Cqmfoft  in  God  94,  119, 
14th  Part. 

Surety  and  Sacrifice  of 
Chnfi  40. 

T. 

TE  captations  over- 
come >%\  iS.  in  Sic k- 
nefs  6.  El  capes  from  them 
2  5.  of  the  Devil  1  3 .  £#£- 
/w/  ion/*?  them  3,  55, 
94. 

1  empfer,  fee  Satan. 

Tender  Confidence  119, 
13  th  Part. 

Thanks  public  for  pri- 
vate Mercies  116,   118. 

,/^PiaJfe. 

Threatnings  and  Pro?nifies 
81. 

QThunder  ^;/^  i70/v/j  29, 
i>5,   148. 

Times  *«i/f7  11,   12. 

To  n g  u  e  governed  34,  39. 

Trial  of  our  Graces  by  Afi- 


E     X. 

fliclions  66,   125.   c/  our 
Hearts  26,   139. 

Triumph  for  Salvation 
18.  tfW  Safety  of  the 
Church  in  national  Deso- 
lations 46.  at  the  lafi 
Day  149. 

Troubles,  fee  Afflictions, 
Temptation'5. 

Truft  in  the  Creatures 
vain  62,   146. 

Truth,  Grace  and  Pro- 
tection 57,  145,  146. fie 
God,  Faithfuinefs. 

Tumult;  Deliverance from 
it  118. 

V. 

VANITY  of  Man  as 
?nortal  39,  £9,  144. 
of  Life  and  Riches  49. 

Vengeance  and  Compaffion 
68.  again/}  the  Enemies 
cf  the  Church  j~6,   149. 

Victory  hoped  a?id  prayed 
for  20.  over  Temptations 
6,  18,  144.  over  Tem- 
poral Enemies  18.  and 
Deliverance  from  Perfe- 
ction 5  3 . 

Vineyard  of  God  voafied 
80. 

Unbelief  and  Envy  cured 
37.     puttifihed  95. 

Unchangeable  God  89, 
in. 

Vows  paid  in  the  Church 
116 


T 1 6 .    cf   Holinefs 
i5th  Part. 


N     D 
119, 


W. 

WAiting  for  Pardon 
and  Direction  25. 
for  anpwer  to  Prayer  85. 

130,   14-3. 

,   Prayer  in  'time  of 

it   20.      Difappointments 

therein  60.     Victory  iS. 

Spiritual  18,    144. 
Warnings    of  God  to    bis 

People  8 1 . 
Watchful  nefs     19,     14.1. 

Over  the  Tongue  39. 
Weather  65,    107,    135, 

147,   148. 
Wicked, y£*  Sinner,  Saint. 
Wickedneis  cf  Man  14, 

36,   $* 
Wind,    fee      Providence, 

Seaibns,  Storm. 
Winter  and  Summer  14-7. 
Wiidom     and    Equity    of 

Providence  9.  of  God  in 

bis  Works  in. 


E     X. 

Word  of  God,  fee  Scrip- 
ture. 
Works    of  Creation    and 
.  Providence     104,      147, 
140.  and  Grace  19,   3,, 
Good, 


hi.    1 


35  » 


136 


profit  Men*  not  God  16. 

Worlds  Hatred  and  Saints 
Patience  37. 

Worfhip  and  Order  cf  the 
Gcfpel\%.  Delight  in  it 
84.  nvitb  Reverence  89, 
99.  Daily  55,  134,  141. 
in  a  Family  133.  Pub- 
lic 63,  84,  122,  132. 
Abfence  from  it  42,  63. 

Wrath  and  Mercy  fro?n 
the  judgment  Seat  9.— 
See  more  in  Gcd,  Pu- 
nifhmenr,  Sinner,  Ven- 
geance. 

Z. 

ZEAL  and  Prudence 
39- 
Zi  n,  j/j  Citizens  15.  «S>/ 
iich. 
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STABLE   to  find  out  any  Psalm,   cr  Fart 
of  a   Psalm,  by  the  fir  ft  Line  of  it. 


AL  L    ye    that    love    the 
Lord  rejoice  Page  301 
Almighty  Ruler  of  the  Skies 
16 
Amidft  thy  Wrath  remember 
Love  76 

Among  th'  AfTembHes  of  the 
Great  156 

Among  the  Princes   earthly 
Gods  163 

And  will   the  God  cf  Grace- 
Are   all    the    Foes    of   S;on 
Fools  j  08 

Are  Sinners  now  fo  fenieltft 
grown  2' 

^  rife,   my  gracious  God     31 
>\wake,   ye  Saints,  to  praifc 
ycur  K'.og  27c 

B. 
lofty  Sky      37 
the  Love,   the 
generous  Love  69 

:Behcld  the  Morning  Sun    3S 
TOt held  the  fure  Foundation- 
Stune  231 

•Behold   thy  waiting  Servant, 
d      Loid  242 

!Blefs,  O  my  Soul,  the  Ihing 
r      God  JqS 

iBh-it  are  the  Sons  of  Prace 

Cleft  +re  the  Souls  that  heir 
'.  and  know  167 

rjBI?:i    aic     the     und''nTd     in 
Heart  234. 


BEholdrhe 
Beheld    t 


Bleft  is  the  Man,  fcr  ever  bleft 

60 

Bleft  is  the  Man  whofe  Bowels 

move  82 

Bleft  is   the  Man  who  fhuns 

the  Place  1 

Bleft  is  the  Nation  where  the 

Lord  62 

C. 

CHildren    in    Years   and 
Knowledge  young     65 
Come,  Children,  learn  to  fear 
the  Lord  67 

Come,  Jet  our  Voices  join  to 
raife  184 

Come,  found  hisPraiie  abroad 
183 
Confider  all  my  Sorrows,  Lord 
246 
D. 

DAvid  rejoie'din  God  his 
Strength  43 

Dsep  in  our  Hearts  let  us  re- 
cord J  32 
E. 

EArly,  my  God,  without 
delay  116 

Exalt  the  Lor^our  God    19.1 
F. 

FAR    as    thy    Name    is 
known  92 

Father,    I     bid's  thy    gentle 
Hind  249 

Father,  I  fmg  thy  wondrn  ts 


Grid 


F  i  i  pa 


^    TAB 
'irm  and  unmov'd   are   they 

2  c 

'irm  was  my  Health,  my  Da\ 
was  bright  56 

"ools  in  their  Heart  believe 
and  fay  2; 

'or  ever  blefied  be  the  Lord 
286 

'or  ever  mail  my  Song  record 
165 

rrom  Age  to  Age  exalt  his 
Name  211 

•Vom  all  that  dwell  b^low  the 


Skle: 


229 


rrom  deep  Difrrefs  and  trou- 
bled Thoughts  26*1 
~G. 

Give  Thanks  to  God,  he 
reigns  above  2  ic 

pjwc  Thanks  to  God,  invoke 
his  Name  2c6 

3ive  Thanks  to   God   mod 
h!gh  :73 

ve  Thanks  to  God  the  fu- 
vereign  Lord  271 

3ive  to    cur   God   immortal 


Praife 


*75 


Give  to  the  Lord,  ye  Sons  of 


Fame 


55 


Cod   in  his  earth  y   Temple 

Uya  16:. 

is    the    Refuge  of  his 

Saints  £9 

a~.d    my 

Hfpe  140 

God  of  eternal  I/>-»e 

I  -  d  tr.v 

Vo 
1 

v  n 


L  E.     &c. 

God  of  my  Mercy  and  my 
Piaife  216 

Good  is  the  Lord,  the  heaven- 
ly King  123 

Great  God,  attend  while  Zion 
fings  1,-9 

Great  God,  how  oft  did  If- 
rael  prove  J53 

Great  God,  indulge  my  hum- 
ble CI  <im  117 

Gre  it  God, the  Heavens  well- 
order'd  Frame  40 

Great  God,  whofe.  univerfal 
Sway  137 

Great  is  the  Lord  exakei 
high  270 

Great  is  the  Lord,  his  Worki 
cf  Might  220 

Great  is  the  Lor  1  our  God  9  c 

Great  Shepherd  of  thine  If- 
rael  1  ca 

H. 

HAD  not  the  Lo~d,  may 
IlVaelfay  256 

Hu.ipy  is  lie  that  fears  the 
Lord  222 

Happy  the  City  where  their 
Sons  286 

Happy  the  Man  to  whom  h;s 
God  60 

Happy  the  Man  whofe  cau- 
tious Feet  3 

Hear  me,  O  Gcd,  nor  bide 
thy  Face  10,4 

Hear  what  the  Lord  in  Vi- 
(ion   fad  167 

He!n,  Lord,  for  Men  of  Vir- 
tue fail  22 
igna  j   the  L(  id,  :ht  ^a- 


r  igoi 


>  7 

He 


^f    TAB 

He  that  hath  made  his  Re- 
fuge God  175 

Hi^h  in  the  Heavens,  eternal 
God  70 

How  awful  is  thy  chaining 
Rod  149 

How  did  my  Heart  rejoice  to 
hear  254 

How  fail  their  Guilt* and  Sor- 
rows rife  28 

How  long,  O  Lord,  {hall  I 
coin  plain  23 

How  long  wilt  thou  conceal 
thy  Face  24 

How  pleafant,  how  divinely 
fair  158 

How  pleafant  'lis  to  fee    268 

How  pleased  and  biefs'd  was  I 

2  54 

How  mall  the  Young  fecure 

their  Hearts  237 

JEhovah  reigns:  he  dwells 
in  Light  179 

Jefus    cur  Lord,    afcend   th) 

Throne  218 

Jefus  ihall  reign  where'er  the 

Sun  138 

If  God   fucceed  not,  all  the 

Coft:  260 

If  God  to   build   the  Houfe 

deny  260 

I  lift  my  Scul  to  God  51 

I'll  blefs  the  Lord  from  Day 

to  Day  6  5 

I'll  praife  my  Maker  with  my 

Breath  291 

I'll  fpeak  the  Honours  of  my 

King  87 


L  E,  *Jbfwfag 

I  love  the  Lord  :  He  henrd 
my  Cries  227 

In  all  my  vaft  Concerns  wi-.h 
thee  280 

In  Anger,  Lord,  rebuke  me 
not  j  1 

In  God's  own  Houfe  pro- 
nounce his  Praife         302 

In  Judah  God  of  eld  was 
known  ijo 

Into  thine  Hand,  O  God  of 
Trurh  S7 

Joy  to  the  World  ;  the  Lord  is 
come  190 

I  fet  the  Lord  before  my  Face 

Is    there    Ambition    in    my 

Heart  id% 

It  is  the  Lord  our  Saviour's 

Hand  J  97 

Judge  me,  O  Lord,  and  prova 

my  Ways  53    | 

Judges  who   rale  the   V 

by  Laws  1 12  » 

Juft  are  thy   Ways  and    true 

thy  Word  34    . 

I   waited  patient  for  the  Lord 

79 
I  will   extol  thee,    Lord,  ♦  n 
high  56 

L. 

LET  all  the  Earth  their 
Voices  raife  186 

Lee  ail  the  Heathen  Writers 
join  240 

Let  Children  hear  the  migh- 
ty Deeds  1  -;o 
Let  ev'ry  Creature  join    299 


the  Flrfi 
pet  r-v'ry  Tongue  thy  Good- 

nefs  f^eak  2S9 

,et  God  aiiie  in  all  his  Might 
127 
^et  Sinners  take  their  Courtis 

Ut  Sion  in  hci  King  rejoice 
90 

Let  Z:on  and  her   Sons   re- 
joice 396 
as   I  live  ril   blefs  thy 
Name                                2^8 
Lord,  hail  thou  cafe  the  Na- 
tion oft"                          113 
Lord,  I  am  thine  :   But  thou 
•  r  prove  32 
.   I  am  vile,  conceiv'd  in 
Sin                                   J04 
Lord,    I   can   fu(rer  thy   Re- 
bukes II 
.  I  efteem  thy  Judgments 
»U                                239 
Lord,    if   thine   Eyes  furvcy 
our  Faults                      173 
Lord,  it"  thou    deft   not  foon 
ar                                21 
I  have  made  thy  Wcrd 
rr.y  CJii<  ice                      240 
.in  the   Morning   thou 
ftalt  hear                           10 
Lord,  I  will  blefs  thee  all  rry 
D.ivs                                 65 
Lwrd,  I  would  ;'p;ead  my  fere 
Diftrefs                            ic6 
Lord  of  the  Worlds  above  161 
,    thou    h.       cali'd   thy 
Grace  to  mind                j  62 
Lor  J,  thoj  haft  heard  thy 
vant  cry                        '  2:  r 


'    P  ;  1  l  m. 
Lord,  thou  ha-fr  iearch'd  and* 

fee.o  me  thro'  277 

Lord,  thou  haft  Teen  my  Soul 

lloceie  34 

Lord,     thou    wilt     hear    me 

whrn  I  pray  9 

Lord,  'tis  a  pleafant  Thing  to 

irand  178 

Lord,    we    have    heard    thy 

Woiks  of  old  84 

Lord,  what  a  feeble  Piece  174 
Lord,     what    a     thoughtleis 

Wretch  was  I  141 

Lord,  what  is  Man,  poor  fee- 


ble  Man 


186 


Lord,  what  v.- a 3  Man  when 
made  at  rirft  17 

L.rd,  when  I  count  thy  Mer- 
cies o'er  28s 

Lord,  when  thou  didft  afcend 
en  i  128 

Loud  Hallelujahs  to  the  Lord 

Lo,  what  a  glorious  Corner- 
ftone  233 

Lo,wii..t  an  entertaining  c 

267 
M. 

MAKER   and  fov'reign 
Lord  3 

Mercy  and  Judgment  are  my 
Song  193 

Mine  Eyes  and  my  Defire  52 
Mv    God,    accept    my  early 

My  God,  confidermy  Diftrefs 

My  God,  how  many  arc  my 

Fears  7 

My 


Friend 


\5 


My  Shepherd  is   the   Living 

Lord  47 

My  Shepherd  will  fupply  my 

Need  4$ 

My  Soul,  how  lovely  is  the 

Place  15; 

My  Soul  lies  cleaving  to  the 

Duft  248 

M>  Soul, repeat  his  Praife20i 
My  Soul,  thy  Great  Creator 

praife  202 

My  Spirit  looks  to  Godaionr 

My  Spirit  finks  within  me, 
Lord  83 

Mv  TiuA  is  in  my  heavenly 
Fiiend  ja 


A    T  A  B  L 

My  God  in  whom  are  all  the  , 
Springs  1  '2 

My  God,myeverlafting  Hope 
j  34 

My  God,  my  King,  thy  va- 
rious Praife  287 

My  God,  permit  my  Tongue 
118 

My  God,  the  Steps  of  pious 
Men  7  5 

My  God,  what  inward  Gref 
I  feel  28c 

My   Heart   rejoices    in    thy 
Name  58 

My  never-ceaftng  Songs  ilia]  1 
mow  165 

My    Refuge   is   the   God  o. 
Love  20 

My  righteous  Judge,  my  gra- 
cious God  284 

My    Saviour  and    my    Kin? 
86 

My   Saviour,    my  Almighty 


E,    Jh riving 


M. 


NO  Sleep  nor  Slumber  to 
his  Eves  266 

Not  ro  our  N~<mes  thcu  only 

Juit  and  True  226 

Not  to  ourfelves,  who  are  but 

Daft  225 

Now   be    my   Heart  infpir'd 

to  fing  87 

Now  from  the  roarifig  Lion's 

Rige  45 

Now  I'm  convinced  the  Lord 

is  kind  139 

Now  let  our  Lips  with  holy 

Fear  130 

Now  let  our  mournful  Songi 

record  46 

Now  may  the  God  of  Power 

and  Grace  41 

Now    plead    my  Caufe,    Ai- 

m  ghty  God  68 

Now  iha  1  my  folemn   Vows 

be  paid  125 

O. 

OAH  ye  Nation?,  praife 
the  Lord  229 

O  blefled  Souls  are  they      59 
O  blefs  the  Lord,  my  Soul  200 
O  Britain,  praife  thy  mighty 
God  293 

Of  Juftice  and  of  Grace  I 
fing  194 

O  for  a  Shout  of  facred  Joy 

9< 

O  God  my  Refuge,  hear  my 
Cries  ic8 

O  God  of  Grace  and  Righte- 
oufnefs  8 

O    God    of  Mercy,   hear   my 

Call  107 

O  God 


the  Fir/?  Line  of  each    Psalm, 


O  God  fo  whom  Revenue  be- 
longs i    i 

O  hanpv  Man  whofe  Soul  is 
frJld  261 

O  happy  Nation  where  the 
Lord  64 

O  how  I  lcve  thy  holy  Law 

23s 

O  Lord,  how   many  are   my 

Foes  8 

O   Lord   our  heavenly  King 

J4 
O  Lord  our  Lord,  how  won- 
drous great  1 5 
O  that  the  Lord  would  guide 

my  Ways  423 

O    that    thy    Statures    ev'ry 

Hi  ur  24^ 

O  thou  thathear'ft  whenSin- 

ners  cry  105 

O  thou  whofe  Grace  and  Juf- 

tice  reign  255 

O  thou   whofe   Juftice  reigns 

on  high  no 

Our  God  our  Help    in  Ages 

part  j72 

Out    of    the  Deeps    of   long 

Diftrcfs  263 

O    what    a    ftifT    rebellious 

HoU.C  J:j 

P. 

PRAISE  waits  in  Zion, 
Lord,   for  thee  122 

Praife  ye  the  Lord,  exalt  his 
Name  26. 

Praii'e  \e  the  Lord,  my  Heart 
flnil  pin  29c 

Praife  ye  the  Lord,  \is  g<>od 
to  raife  292 


Kzi 


Preferve  me,  Lord,  in  Time 
of  Need  2S 

R. 
Ejoice,  ye  Righteous,  in 
he    Lord  62 

Remember,  Lord,   our  mor- 
tal S:a:e  169 
Return,  O  God  of  Love,  re- 
turn                                 174 
S. 

SAlvation  is  for  ever  nifch 
163 

Suve  me,  O  God,  the  fuel- 
ling Flood*  129 

Save  me,  O  Lord,  from  ev'ry 
Foe  29 

See  what  a  living  Stone  232 

Shew   Pity,    Lord  5   O    Lord 
forgive  103 

Shine,  mighty  God,  on  Bri- 
tain mine  126 

S  ng    all 
Lord 

Sing  to  the  Lord  aloud      1 

s         to  the  Lord  Jehovah's 
Name  183 

Sing    to  the  Lord  with 
fal  Voice  752 

Sing  to   the  Lord,  ye  diftant 
Lands  185 

So  ;gs  of  immortal  Praife  be- 
long 219 

Soon  as  I   heard  my   Father 
fay  55 

Sure  there's  a  righteous  God 
142 

Sweet  is  the  Memory  of  thy 
G  ace  2^3 

Swart  is  the  Work,  my  God, 
my  King  177 

T. 


ye  Nations   to  the 
124 
5 


^    TAB 
T. 

TEach    me  the   Meafure 
of  my  Days  78 

Th*  Almighty  reigns  exalted 
high  188 

That  Man  is  bleft  who  ftands 
in  Awe  220 

The  Earth  for  ever    is    the 
Lord's  49 

Thee  will  I  love,  O  Lord  my 
Strength  33 

The  God  Jehovah  reigns  190 
The  God  of  Glory  fends   his 
Summons  forth  ico 

The   God  of   our  Salvation 
hears  120 

The  He  ivens  declare  thy  Glo- 
ry, Lord  39 
The  King  of  Saints  how  fair 
his  Face  88 
The    King,    O    Lord,    with 
Songs  of  Praife               42, 
The  Lord  appears  my  Helper 
now                                   2~o 
The  Lord,  how  wondrous  are 
his  Ways                         J 99 
The    Lord    Jehovah    reigns 
1S0 
The  Lord  is  come,  rhe  Hea- 
vens proclaim                 1 S  7 
The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is  49 
The  Lord    of    Glory    is   my 
Light                               54 
The  Lord  of  Glory  reign?,  he 
reigns  on  high                179 
Th*    Lord   the  Juige  before 
his  Throne                       96 
The    Lord     the    Jurge    his 
Churches  warns                98 
The  Lord  ihc  icvVc-cn  King! 


L   E,    Jhetv:r.g 

The  Lord  the  Sovereign 

his  Summons  forth         9I 
The  Man  is  ever  bleft  2 

The  Praife  of  Sion  waits  forj 

thee  119 

The     Wonders,    Lord,     thy 

Love  has  wrought  81 : 

Think,  mighty  God,on  feeble! 

Man  1701 

This  is  the  Day  the  Lord  hath! 

nidde  2:2 

The  fpacicus  Eaith  is  all  thei 

Lord's  50 

Thou  art  my  Portion,  O  my 

God  235 

Thou  God  of  Love,  thou  ever 

bleft  2:0 

Thro'  ev'ry  Age,  eternal  God h 

171 
Thrice  happy  Man  who  fears 

the  Lord  22 r 

Thus  I    refoiv'd    before    the 

Lord  77 

Thus  faith  the  Lord,  the  fpajj 

cious  Fields 
Thus    faith    the   Lord,    youi 

Wo:k  i 3  vain  80 

Thus  the  eternal  Father  fpaki 

217 

Thus  the  great  Lord  of  Earth 

and  Sea  2 

Thy  Mercies  fill  the  Eart 

()  Lord  241 

ThyName,  almighty  Lcrdnj 
Thy  Works  of  Glory,  mighfy 

Lord  1  \\ 

'Tis    by     thy    Strength    tl 

Mountains  frand  12 

Tr>  God  I  cry'd  with  mourn- 
ful Voice  T^S 

tJ 


the  Fir  ft  Vine  of  each    P  s  a  l  ?.f , 


To  God  I  made  my  Sorrows 

known  283 

To  God  the  great,   the   ever 

bleft  209 

To  Heaven  I  lift  my  waiting 

Eyes  2  - : 

To  our  Almighty  Maker  God 
189 
To  thee  before   the  dav 

Light  2 

To  thee  mc  ft  ho'y  and   mofi 

hi  -  h  \i 

To  thine  Almighty  Arm  we 

nwe  3  6 

Twad  for  thy  S^ke,   eternal 

God  133 

'Twas  from   thy  Hand, 

God,  I  csme  2"o 

^Twas    :n    the    Watches    of 

the  Night  116 

V. 
X  T  A  IN  Man  m  Fooliffi 
\/      Pleafure  ben:        212 
:        .'.ken  as  the  facred 

2-  - 
m  my  Youth,  ma 

rjel  fay  261 

■  Hills    I    lift   mine 

Eyes  251 

Upward  I  lift  mine  Eyes  2^3 

W'Eblefi  I,  the 

id  we 

ad(  z  c 

(nail    I  render  1 1 

to    Judgment 


fhall  <•■ 


When  Go3,  provokM  with 
daring  Crimes  21.5 

When  God  reflor'd  our  Cap- 
tive Sta^e  253 

When  God  refeafd  his  gra- 
cious Name  259 

When  Iir^el  fr- ed  fr cm  Pha- 
raoh's  Hand  224 

When  Ifr:elf:ns,  the  Lord  re- 
proves 152 

When  I  \vi:h  pleafing  Wcn- 
d  r  ftand  2S2 

V/uen  Man  grows  bold  in  Sin 

Jz 
n     overwhelmed      with 

114 

fn  and  Angui/h  feize 

,   L:rd  249 

When  the  great  Judge    fu- 

1S 

Where  fhall  the  Man  be  found 


Where 

5* 
to   feck 

265 

While 

. 

and  coo- 

tS  I 

n  Go;!  is 

2, 


7  f 
ven- 

27 
frail    inhabit    in    thy 

Hill  26 

d  my 

1?2 

:a!m 

irRage  5 

11  join  to 

5 

it  the 

Poof  95 


^    TAB 
Why  do  the  wealthy  wicked 

boaft  74 

Wh\  doth  the  Lord  ftand  off 

fo  far  19 

Why  doth  the  Man  of  Ri- 
ches grow  93 
Why   has  my  God  my  Soul 

foifook  44. 

Why   fhould  I  vex  my  Soul 

and  fret  73 

Will  God  for  ever  caft  me  off 

J43 

With  all  my  Powers  of  Heart 

and  Tongue  276 

With  earneft  Longings  of  the 

Mind  83 

With  my  whole   Heart  I'll 

raife  my  Song  17 

With   my  whole    Heart  I've 

fought  thy  Face  245 

With  RevVencelet  the  Saints 

appear  166 

With    Songs    and    Honours 


L  E     csV. 

founding  loud  29 

Would  you  behold  the  Work 

of  God  21* 

Y. 

YE  holy  Souls,  in  Goc 
rejoice  61 

Ye  lilands  of  the  Northern 

Sea  18S 

Ye  Nations  round  the  Earth, 

rejoice  191 

Ye  .Servants  of  th'  Almighty 

King  223 

Ye   Sc  ns  of  Men,    a   feeble 

Race  176 

Ye  Sons  of  Pride,  that  hate 

the  Juft  94 

Ye  that  delight  to  ferve  the 

Lord  223 

Ye   that    obey  th"   immortal 

King  68 

Ye  Tribes  of  Adam,  join  29* 
Ytt,  faith  the  Lord,  if  Da- 
vid's Race  J  63 


The     END. 
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